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EPISODE GUIDE 


The following is a list of all episodes of BATTLESTAR GALACTICA* that appeared on ABC network tele- 
vision during the 1978/79 television season, along with their broadcast dates. 


9/17/78 

“Battlestar GALACT! CA’ 
9/24/78 - 

"Lost Planet of the Gods'' (Part 1) 
10/01/78 

“Lost Planet of the Gods" (Part 11) 
10/08/78 

"The Lost Warrior'’' 
10/15/78 

"The Long Patrol" 
10/22/78 

"The Gun on Ice Planet Zero’ (Part 1) 
10/29/78 

"The Gun on Ice Planet Zero!’ (Part 11) 
11/12/78 

"The Magnificent Warriors'' 
11/19/78 

"The Young Lords" 
11/26/78 

"The Living Legend’ (Part |) 
12/03/78 

"The Living Legend (Part 11) 
12/17/78 

"Fire in Space'' 
12/24/78 ; 

"Lost Planet of the Gods'' (Part 1) 
12/31/78 


"Lost Planet of the Gods'' (Part 11)2 


1/14/79 
'War of the Gods’! (Part 1!) 


1/21/79 
'War of the Gods" (Part 11) 


1/28/79 
"The Man with Nine Lives" 


2/18/79 


"Murder on the RISING STAR 


2/25/79 


"Greetings from Earth"! 


3/11/79 


"Baltar's Escape" 


3/18/79 


"Experiment in Terra'' 


4/01/79 


"Take the CELESTRA' 


4/08/79 


“Fire tn Space! 


4/29/79 
"The 


6/02/79 
"'The 


6/09/79 
'The 


6/16/79 
"The 


6/23/79 
The 


7/07/79 
"The 


7/14/79 
{ 'The 


7/21/79 
'War 


7/28/79 
War 


8/04/79 
"The 


Hand of God" 
Living Legend'' (Part 1)? 
Living Legend" (Part 11)? 
Young Lords!” 
Long Patrol"! 
oi 2 
Gun on Ice Planet Zero'' (Part !) 
2 
Gun on Ice Planet Zero’ (Part It) 
2 
of the Gods" (Part !) 


of the Gods" (Part 11) 


Man with Nine Lives!’ 


‘Two-Hour Episode 


2 repeat 


*Trademark of and licensed by Universal City Studios, Inc. All rights reserved. 
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MESSAGE FROM THE EDITOR 


Rather than our now-customary final editorial, this issue of "Purple and Orange?" features an Intro- 
ductory “Message from the Editor" and a special guest editorial by Mary Jean Holmes, editor of the 
zine Shadowstar. We might add that we are in full accord with Mary Jean's statements about edi- 
torial privileges, duties, and responsibilities, which Is why we edit all stories we print and have 
placed certain restrictions on the kinds of stories we accept. We, as editors, must always remember 
our responsibility to both our readers and our writers; as editors of medfa-based material, we must 
also remember our responsibility to the owners of those media copyrights. And we strongly encourage 
reader comments. (So, please, write and comment! Please?) 


Today -- 18 December 1981 -- marks the opening of Windycon VII! and the first Colontal Conclave; we 
hepe it will be but the first of many. In honour of the Conclave, we are publishing some of the 
best material we have received to date, including some of the finest work by truly exceptional ama- 
teur and professional writers and artists. Among the writers, Anne Cecil, John Jones 1X, and H. 
Ravenwood are with us again, continuing the serials begun in previous issues; we are also featuring 
stories by such familiar writers as Mary Jean Holmes, Sharon Monroe, David Morgan, and others, and 
are introducing stories by new writers J. R. Janosk! and Paul Gordon. And we once again have work 
from such fine artists as Steve Casey and Mary Jean Holmes (she's good at everything!), and profes- 
sionals Barbara Fister-Liltz and Frank Liltz. 


We hope you enjoy this issue of ''Purple and Orange?" and we want to thank you for your loyal support 
of our Zine over the past two and a half years (!) -- has it really been that long? The Colonial 
Conclave is, in a sense, the culmination of al! our work since BATTLESTAR GALACTICA was cancelled as 
a weekly television series in 1979. Many of you reading this issue have purchased it at the Con- 
clave or ordered it there, and we want to thank you for your attendance and support. Over the past 
years, we've corresponded with many BATTLESTAR GALACTICA fans all over the United States, and in 
Canada and Europe as well, and it's been wonderful having an opportunity to meet so many of you at 
last. 


We hope that our meeting has convinced you to try your hand at GALACTICA and related writing and/or 
art. ‘Purple and Orange?"' is always willing to print material from new writers and artists. in 
fact, we look forward to It! The Conclave has given us an opportunity to say this to far more of 
you than we were ever able to reach in our editorials; we trust you will believe us. BATTLESTAR GA- 
LACTICA fandom Is still quite small; we need to unite to make our voices heard. The Colonial Con- 
clave and "Purple and Orange?"' are attempting to provide at least some measure of that necessary 
unity -- but we cannot do it without the cooperation and support of the fans. 


We cannot do it without you. 


If you want to write for Purple and Orange?" we Suggest you read GUIDELINES -- WRITING FOR ''PURPLE 
AND ORANGE?" contained elsewhere in this zine. These guidelines are taken from a letter written 
earlier this year and, as you will discover, are quite simple and straight-forward. If you have any 
doubts about material you might wish to submit, write and ask us! Please don't simply assume we'll 
reject something -- after all, every rule has its exceptions. 


Other than that, we hope you will continue to enjoy reading "Purple and Orange?" Many of you seem 
to, but few of you write and say so -- and we fervently wish you would. Once again, we cannot know 
what our readers like and/or dislike if they don't tell us. With this In mind, we've also prepared 
a simple reader survey; we'd like you to complete it and mail it to us, in care of OSIRIS Publica- 
tions. All results received by 1 April 1982 will be tabulated; the findings of the survey will be 
printed in our late-spring issue, probably available at MediaWestCon at the end of May. Please take 
the time to complete this survey, and get it, in the mail back to us as soon as possible. 


On the BATTLESTAR GALACTICA news scene, we are happy to report that WFLD-TV (Channel 32) in Chicago 
televised the first of its BATTLESTAR GALACTICA movies on 30 October 1981. We understand they have 
purchased the entire serfes and plan to air the episodes as two-hour movies on Friday nights. We 
congratulate the officials of WFLD on this decision, and we wish to extend to them the heartfelt 
thanks of all BATTLESTAR GALACTICA fans tn the Chicago television area. 


We also want to thank certain key individuals who did so very much for this issue of ''Purple and 
Qrange?"" -- Barbara Fister-Liltz and Frank Liltz, for all their fine work in record time...J.R. 
Holmes, Sharon Monroe, Karen Paull, and Mary Wood, for all their encouragement and help...Anne Ceci] 


and that marvelous machine of hers...Frank Prohaska, for more than mere words can express...Doris 
Harrison, for her tolerance ever since this zine began... And last -- but most definitely not least 


-- our fellow editor Mary Jean Holmes, for efforts far above and beyond... 


Without these Individuals, anda lot of nameless others, this issue of ''Purple and Orange?"' would 
not be [In your hands today. Our sincerest thanks to them all, and may the Lords bless them always. 


But - Wwe— 





y rriéon 
Senior Editor 


only — wanted— 


our — Christmas 
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EDITORIAL PRIVILEGE AND DUTY: TWO HALVES OF A WHOLE 


Since | am relatively new to the world of fanzine publication, | thought it a bit presumptuous on my 
part to address this ever-so-touchy subject. I realised quickly, however, that it is the business 
of publication to which | am reasonably new, not editing. There fs a basic difference between them 
that It seems many printers of fanzines have failed to recognise. 


An editor Is one who (1) edits a book, magazine, etc.; (2) directs the policies and contributions of 
a magazine, newspaper, etc.; or (3) writes editorials. 


it seems from observation that a lot of fan-eds are heavily In favour of doing #3 and the latter 
half of #2, but fall to fulfill tn any but the most minor ways the rest of that definition. To edit 
means to revise and prepare a manuscript for publication or to direct the editorial policies of said 
publication. Obviously, skills In such matters will vary from ‘zine to 'zine, as most fan-eds 
aren't professionally trained editors. But the business of being one fs much more than many fans 
realise. A publisher is one who [Issues from the press and offers that printed matter for sale, es- 
sentially the businessman of the operation. Granted, most fan editors end up being and doing both. 
In the professional world, it's seldom that an editor will actually handle the business end of pub- 
lication; In fandom, it's the norm. Unfortunately, this norm seems to blur the definitions and 
blind a number of people to the duties that go along with the more esoteric job, that of editing. 


The American B11! of Rights grants us freedom of the press, the right to print what we feel without 
the fear or restriction of government censorship. Sad to say, however, this fs often interpreted as 
the right to print what we wish regardless of quality, value, or its potential effect on another 
person and/or his property. {t permits genuine free thought to flourish and promotes creativity, 
true, but, sadly, it also encourages less scrupulous people into the printing of libel, offensive 
material (such as hard-core pornography), and blatant literary rip-off. Take, for example, the 
National Enquirer. Frequently, it skirts the boundaries of legality for the sake of sensational 
journalism -- their 'right'' to make a buck at the expense of another. 


Fan publications aren't exempt; there are those who put out questionable ‘zines, often for confused 
reasons. Fan fiction isn't what | would deem a "rip-off,'' since it is often done without thought of 
personal profit and with the knowledge of the copyright holders. But even such labours of love can 
have their tarnished sides. There are ‘zines which are printed and sold without consideration for 
taste, image, or good writing -- stuff put out with all the delicacy of the aforesaid Enquirer. 
some of these ‘‘rags'' are nothing more than the extended feelers of people in search of that elusive 
and debasing thing they cal! ''ego-boo." 


It's a cute term for something we all desire and revel in at times, but there are extremes. A maga- 
zine needn't print obscene material in order to be termed ''trashy''; there Is nothing sadder than an 
editor who, by going to press, Isn't seeking to entertain or provide a forum for his readers, but is 
rather searching for personal praise. They are as questionable as those who loudly defend their 
rights without realising that, with right, goes responsibility. 


\f you choose, for instance, to exercise your right to bear arms, you take with it the duty to learn 
the use of it and then do so wisely. Being an editor is no different. I!f you want to print stories 
based on someone else's copyrighted works -- their property by law -- you'd best be prepared to do 
it with as much sense and mature wisdom for what is decent writing as you can. If you write and 
print editorials, you must brace yourself for arguments as wel! as praise. It's inevitable. With 
every up, there's a down. The very Constitution that grants the editor his freedom also grants cit- 
izens the right to protect what Is legally theirs. The definitions and boundaries of Intellectual 
property may be hard to distinguish and difficult to understand, but they exist and must therefore 
be acknowledged. Also, If you choose to publish editorials, you must recognise that not everyone 
will agree with you -- and then have the courage and dignity to print those comments without malice 
or anger. Your readers, after all, have as much of a right to express themselves as you. And 
there's nothing of value in those rights if those who run the so-called ''free'’ press will only ac- 
knowledge one point of view -- their own. That's every bit as bad as undue government censorship. 


| have learned throughout my life that nothing Is handed to you for free. If you want the right to 
print a 'zine and be an editor, you must be willing to accept the duties that go along with those 
privileges. If you want to be free to write as you wish -- especially when employing universes and 
characters created and owned by others -- you must be prepared to accept it when those owners impose 
restrictions (I refer specifically to the Lucasfilm ban on explicit sexual or overly violent materi- 


al in STAR WARS related writing, a ban | personally support and applaud). The readers also have as 
much of a right to express themselves as the editor, as do the owners of literary property to pro- 
tect their creations from potentially damaging press. 


But it's only a hobby, you say? No -- {It's more. No matter how the fan-ed views it, by printing 
and selling written materfals, they're spreading around opinions, images that will be read by more 
than a close circle of friends. It's one thing when your pastimes only touch those under your roof; 
it's quite another when it's very public. And that fs where responsibility enters the picture. 


Perhaps I'm mistaken. Perhaps fanzines are nothing more than a means of boosting the egos of those 
who print them and write for them. But when | entered into fan publication, | did so because ! felt 
& gap existed in the world of ‘zines, one ! wanted very much to see filled. But encounters with 
people for whom ‘zine publication Is nothing more than a glorified and much-extended ego-trip have 
made me wonder If I was wrong In entering into this with a professional attitude. Of course criti- 
cism can hurt, but it can also help one to grow and improve. Everyone's entitled to their own opin- 
ions, and when the best place to speak out Is In a specific magazine -- be it as prestigious as Time 
or as lowly as my own Shadowstar -- does not the reader have the right to express his views to other 
readers? And does not the editor -- who, by virtue of editorialising, Invites debate -- have the 
duty to act as an arbiter of those debates? 





Haven't we all the responsibility to protect our basic freedoms and rights by being the best editors 
and informed readers we can be, and by running our publications -- be they hobby or not -- with pro- 
fessionalism and quality? 


!f you say no to someone who asks to borrow something valuable of yours, don't you expect that to be 
the end of the matter? If you are propositioned and turn it down, aren't you offended when the per- 
son persists unduly? 


Why, then, its tt considered different when editors choose to ignore the bans and protests made by 
the owners of copyrights? 


The answer's simple -=- It Isn't. It's the same thing. And | for one will be very angry if the pig- 


headed, immature attitude of a few unprofessional fan editors ruins it for the rest. if Lucasfilm 
must end up forbidding the publication of al] STAR WARS fan fiction in order to protect the image of 
its product, don't think for a minute that other studios and owners won't follow suit. | wouldn't 


blame them, but I'd certainly blame those editors for spoiling it for the rest of us, editors and 
readers alike. They will have infringed on our right to the pursuit of happiness and sel f-expres- 
sion. By blinding themselves to the views and rights of others, they Infringe on everyone's free- 
dom. 


There are many rights implied by ''freedom of the press,'' and even more duties. They are two halves 
of a whole. Let us never lose sight of that. 


: a ---Mary Jean Holmes 
; Editor, Shadowstar 
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GUIDELINES -- WRITING FOR ''PURPLE AND ORANGE?"! 


About writing for us, and how to go about it. All you have to do is write a story, log, essay, 
poem, or whatever, and mail it to us (c/o OSIRIS Publications, 8928 North Olcott Avenue, Morton 
Grove, Illinois 60053). If we think it's up to our usual standards, we'll accept it; otherwise, 
we'll return it, usually with an explanation of what's wrong. All rejected material gets returned; 
nothing we accept, however, gets sent back unless accompanied by return postage and a self-addressed 
envelope big enough for the manuscript. 


Then the editorial staff goes to work. If major revisions or rewriting are required, we get in 
touch with the writer and have him or her do it; If the changes are minor (mostly matters of style, 
spelling, etc.), we make them ourselves. 


Typing your manuscript helps, of course. It's a lot easier to read, and makes things much simpler 
for our editors and typists. If you must handwrite, be sure to use only one side of the page, num~ 
ber the pages, and double-space everything -- just as if you were typing it. Print if you can, 
rather than write, as it's easier to read. Remember, if we can't read it, we can't even hope to 
print it! 


We don't have too many restrictions on stories, although a great many people are doing OSIRIS 
stories following one developing story line. \f you've been reading ''Purple and Orange?" (if you 
haven't been, why are you reading this?), you're probably familiar with it. 


Basically, if you're writing with any of the established GALACTICA characters -- or PEGASUS, OSIRIS, 
DEMENTIA, or any other characters! -- they've got to stay in character. This is Cardinal Rule #1 
(and probably the only rule of its kind, at least for us). We do not, for example, want Apollo 
turning into an extroverted Starbuck-type, or Starbuck suddenly becoming another serious-minded, re- 
sponsible Apollo. 


Also, we don't want. any of what the editor refers to as the ''comic book superhero’ stories you see 
In a lot of other fanzines; some people call them ‘'Mary Sue’' stories after a long-forgotten (and 
probably best-forgotten!) STAR TREK prototype, we're told. After all, even Morgan, the telepath 
aboard the OSIRIS, crashes on occasion (more often than not, we're beginning to think!). But we've 
already had to send several stories back because of this sort of thing; maybe some people just doen't 
know how to write anything else. 


Of course, if it's a parody... 


Safest bet for most writers who are trying to create their own characters is to put them aboard the 
OSIRIS. It usually doesn't take too much revision from a GALACTICA-based version of a story, just 
involves a new setting and a few mame changes. And it works pretty well, too. You see, we already 
know most of the principal crew members aboard the GALACTICA. Unfortunately, people trying to cre- 
ate additional characters for her tend to make the mistake of putting them in highly visible posi- 
tions -- when we know they weren't there! However, we don't reject new GALACTICA characters {f 
they're believable... | 


When you create a new character, write and let us know about him/her/it. Who is this character? 
What does he/she/ it look like? Try to include a drawing or sketch if you can. How old? Where 
from? What are some of his/her/ its interests and pursuits? Remember, too, that background on a 
character always helps, so try to tell us something of the character's past history. And don't wor- 
ry if this part of writing takes a while -- we still don't have profiles on all our oldest charac- 
ters yet! Below is a sample of a well-done character profile (minus illustration). Figures it'd be 
well done -- it's by a pro. 


Above all, don't get discouraged. Editors, if they're any good, do a lot more than cut stories to 


bits; we also try to help writers, to show them how to Improve thelr stories, to make their writing 


the best ft can be. And if someone else writes something diametrically opposite to what you're do- 
ing -- so what? We can print both sides! 


We're looking forward to hearing from you! 


Major Dion: A Profile 


Name : Dion 
Rank: Major 
Post: Second Archivist, Battlestar OSIRIS 


Descripticn: Five feet ten inches tall; dark hair, eyes, and complexion. Large 
sones but with the flesh stretched rather thinly over it. Numerous scars, though 
no major ones on face. Still moves very well, keeps excellent muscle tone, and 


has deceptively good reflexes. 


Biography: (see story, "The Sin of the Father," in the BLUE ONE issue of "Pur- 
ple and Orange?") Born Scorpio; father a Fleet engineer, mother an Archivist 
(lest in space when Dion was eight). Entered Academy for training as fighter 
pilot at seventeen. Distinguished record as fighter pilot (seventy-eight Cylon 
kills) until age twenty-six, when retired due to severe combat wounds. Scholar 
Candidate at Academy of History from age twenty-seven; graduated five yahrens 
later with one of ten highest marks ever recorded. From age thirty-two, twenty 
yahrens on Faculty of Academy of History. Age fifty-three to present: Second 
Archivist, Battlestar OSIRIS. 


Character: A rather austere and silent figure, at least in public, more re- 
spected than liked (although with few real enemies). Does not care to talk about 
his past, which is unknown to most of the OSIRIS crew, and avoids like the plague 
the fighter squadrons, both pilots and tech crew. Something of a workaholic, al- 
ways willing to take a duty shift for other Archivists; near-eidetic memory. 

When he drinks, he dees hold it well -- he has put a fair number of 
fellow crewmen young enough to be his children to bed after a lively evening. 

Not celibate, and indeed might be quite popular among the younger women looking 
(consciously or ctherwise) for a father figure if he didn't regard this as 
robbing the cradle (self-imposed lower limit is about thirty yahrens, although 
there have been exceptions) . 

Those who know who he used to be wonder if the fires in him are 
burned out or just banked down. After all, he was one of the best and most ag- 
gressive fighter tacticians in Fleet history, and while he may no longer have the 
reflexes to put a Viper through its paces as well as Diana or Morgan, he has 
added an encyclopaedic knowledge of military history to whatever he has kept. 


‘m) 
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"Soul Of A Socialator' 


(By Sharon Monroe) 


"Over here, Cassiopeial" 

Cassie smiled hurriedly at the man {n the IIfe pod and dashed to Or. Salik's side. lt was another 
of the technicians from the fire control team. They'd managed to control the potentially explosive 
fires near the solium storage pods, but there were over two dozen men and women Injured. Life 
Centre was swamped with burns, broken bones, minor concussions, and smoke and chemical near-asphyx- 
iation cases. 


Salik grabbed the pain-killing hypo from her hand and continued his examination of the pale youth on 
the exam table. 


"Tell Paye not to put away the bone laser yet. This kid's got a broken arm, and some hairline frac- 
tures through his wristbones. Go ahead, Jenna can help me with this." 


Cassiopeia nedded and ran to grab Or. Paye's attention. In a moment, Jenna was dashing by for more 
bandages, and the two blonde med techs were helping Paye set up the bone laser for the injured young 
man. 

"Cassiopeial'' 

Cassie looked up, saw Salik across Life Centre, beckoning to her. Her shoulders drooped for just a 
micron, then she smiled apologetically at the group around the bone laser and hastened away. This 
whole duty shift had been one long dash from patient to patient, and the rest of the staff was as 
harried as she was. 

Yes, Doctor?" she asked, brushing aside the hair she hadn't had time to comb in centars. 


"Help this young man to a bed in the other chamber, then take a break. You've been working pretty 
nard. There's only a few people left here, and we can manage them in a few centons."! 


Cassie nodded, dropped a professional smile on the golden-haired man sitting on the bed. Man? He 
wasn't really much more than a boy. Cassie doubted he was over eighteen yahrens old. 


"Hi. I'm Cassiopeia,'' she said, introducing herself as Salik hurrted to his next patient. 
He smiled back, very shyly, almost blushing. ‘''My name is Dillon,'' he blurted out. 
He rose to unsteady feet, and nearly fell back on the bed. 


"Oh, careful!l'' Cassie offered him an arm, helped him to a steadier stance. "!t understand you're 
a bit of a hero.'' 


This time, the boy did blush. ‘I just did what | had to,'' he said, looking embarrassed through his 
shrug. 


‘You saved two of your friends' lives, if |! heard right,'' she continued, with the right amount of 
praise in her voice. 


The boy seemed tongue-tied, and didn't say another word as Cassiopeia helped him to the next cham- 
ber, then into a bed. He pulled the blanket over his bare chest as if he were afraid she might 
notice he was a man. , 

"t'm a med tech, Dillon. You don't have to be embarrassed around me,'' she said; trying to be pro- 
fessional and reassuring at the same time. "You just get some rest for now. 1'11 drop in on you 
later, if you like." 

He nodded and buried his head in the pillow, eager to obey her instructions. 


‘Thanks, Cassiopeia.'' He watched her walk away with longing in his blue eyes. 


"Hi, Cass. Ready to go?! 


e) 
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Cassiopeia looked up in surprise. "Starbuck! Oh, nol I! forgot! Do you think we could postpone 
that excursion of yours? I've been so busy here, ! really think I'm too tired..."' She turned her 
most appealing gaze on the tall Warrior. 


Starbuck managed to hide his disappointment, shrugged his shoulders, and smiled. ‘Okay, | guess, if 
you're too tired. Can | walk you back to your quarters?" 


She smiled gratefully, and took his arm as they left. 


* bs * Ls % 


Cassie made a point of stopping by the shy young man's bed at least once every duty shift. For some 
reason, Salik didn't release him when the others were gone. 


"Hi, Dillon,"' she said gaily. ''How are you today?" 


"Hi," he said eagerly. ‘St feel great, but Or. Salik wants to keep me here for a few more days. | 
want to get back to my team.'' 


"You have to obey doctor's orders,'' she said with a smile. "Excuse me for a moment, will you?" 


Or. Salik was still frowning when she reached his desk. 


"Ils something wrong, Doctor? | was just talking to Dillon..." 

Salik silenced her with a wave of his hand. "No, nothing's wrong with that.'' He sighed deeply. 
"Poor kid. We just finished all his exam and lab reports. In saving those two friends of his, 
Dillon exposed himself to some hard radiation. He's got maybe a secton to live.'' The unhappy man 


threw the readout to his desk. 
Cassie turned pale. ''Oh, no,'' she whispered. ‘'Have you told his family?" 


Salik shook his head. ''That's what's even harder. He was the only survivor of his family. There's 
no one left to tell. And there's no one to tell Dillon, either." 


"What do we do?'! 


Salik looked her square in the face, drawing a deep breath. 't guess I tell him. I‘'mbhis doctor, 
much good it's doing him." 


Cassie watched in silence as Salik slowly walked over to stand at Dillon's bedside. Salik spoke 
quietly; she couldn't hear what he said, but it was obvious when the young man knew. 


Nol’ Dillon shrieked, nearly throwing himself at Salik. ‘You're wrong! You've got to be! I feel 
fine! I'mnot dying! | can't be dying!" 


It took a sedative -- and two techs to administer it -- to get Dillon's hands off the doctor's neck, 
and get him back in bed. 


Before she went off duty, Cassiopeia stopped to see Dillon. He was lying very still, staring at the 
ceiling, eyes wide and tear-filled. Seeing the lost, lonely agony there, it was all she could do to 
keep herself from crying. 


"Hi, Dillon,'' she said very gently. The room was on night simulation; his pale face turned to her, 
nearly sobbing. 


"Did you know?" 

Not until the moment before he told you," she said softly. 

"I! don't want to die, Cassie, I'm afraid of dying. Please don't let me die." 

His words went straight to her heart. He reached out a hand and grabbed her arm. She put both arms 
around him, holding him close. After a moment, he grabbed her tighter, in an almost painful clutch, 


the hold of a fearful child clinging to the only good thing he'd ever known. 


"t wish | could help you,'' she murmured. 'l wish there was something | could do to make you safe 
and well.'’ 
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“I'm scared of dying. I'm scared of the dark. 1 don't know what's on the other side, and ! don't 
want to find out. Don't let me die. Oon't let me die." 


"i'm sorry. I'm sorry." 

Cassiopeia stayed on duty late, waiting until the young man finally fell asleep before leaving. 
When she arrived at her quarters, she found an annoyed Starbuck waiting for her. She couldn't mus- 
ter a smile; her heart still ached with Dillon in Life Centre, dreaning of death. 

"You forgot again. Must‘ve been another hard shift.'' 


"Harder than you know, Starbuck." 


"Would've been nice to let me know. I'd've taken Apollo and Boomer up on their invitation. i'm 
sure Athena would've been free to join me." 


"Starbuck, please don't be so childish. | don't have time for it tonight. If you want to take 
Athena to the triad finals, go ahead. ! just don't feel up to it." 


‘You don't feel up to a lot of things these days. Besides, the game's already half over. 
‘I'm sorry, Starbuck. That's all ! can say." 


After a moment, Starbuck nodded. ‘Me, too, | guess. Oidn't mean to upset you. | understand about 
work shifts being tiring. Sleep well, Cass." 


She smiled gratefully. “I'll try. Good night, Starbuck.'' A gentle kiss, and Cassiopeia was glad 
to retire. Starbuck drifted back to his quarters. Suddenly, he didn't feel much like watching the 
triad finals, either. 


k Ot ke * x 
Several days passed quietly. Cassie spent a lot of her time on duty, in Life Centre, and often 
found herself stopping by the dying fire control technician's bed. Dillon was always glad to see 
her, almost pathetically so. He was only eighteen, and he was very alone, and he saw her as an 


angel. When she was there, he felt brave enough to face anything. When she was gone, fear closed 
in on him like a vise. 


One evening, dark and quiet, under night simulation, he knew the time had come. 
"Cassie?" he whispered. 


Across Life Centre, filling in medical reports on the techs already released, she heard him. Cass- 
iopeia left a word hal f-written, to stand by him. 


"Yas, Dillon?" 


His eyes Were a strangely bright blue in the dim light. ''Cam | ask you a favour?" his weak voice 
breathed. His health had deteriorated almost before her eyes that last day. 


"What is it?! 


"There's nobody else to do ft. | don't have any family, and | wasn't with Fire Control long enough 
to make any close friends. Would you stay with me? | think it's almost time...'' 


"Of course I'11l stay with you,'’ she whispered back. 
After several moments, he spoke again. 


‘Would you sing something for me?" he asked. 


What do you want to hear? A passing song?"' 


''No.'' He shifted quietly to a more comfortable position. 'l'll mever get a chance to love, or to 
seal to anyone. But | think | would've liked sealing with you. No one's ever sung me a love 
song... 


"Cassiopeia, would you sing me 'The Sealing'?"' 


we 
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She smiled through tears and nodded at his entreaty. “Anything you want.'' Her voice was low and 
husky at first, rising quickly to the beautifully clear tones she always sang with. 


"In the stars in the sky 
See the love with lover's eyes; 
In their light there lives tomorrows yet untold...” 


Her voice was an angel's; he held her hand tightly, eyes bound to her face, wide and glowing... 





% * * * te 


"Aren't you bringing Cassie?'' Apollo asked in astonishment. ''l don't believe it. We're going to 
the RISING STAR, and you're going alone?" 


Starbuck shrugged, trying to avoid commenting. 

"Something's definitely wrong,'' Boomer probed with raised eyebrows. 
Sheba stared at the two men. ''You mean you don't know?" 

"Know what?" 


"At least Starbuck respects Cassie's grief. One of the boys on the fire control team two sectons 
ago has radiation poisoning, and she's been hit pretty hard. He's just a kid." 


"What?" Starbuck broke in. ‘What happened?!’ He grabbed Sheba's arm, staring in astonishment. 


"She didn't tell you, either? No wonder you've been walking around like a cloud of doom. 
Starbuck...!' 

He didn't hear any more. Convinced she was losing interest in him and gaining it in someone else, 
it hadn't occurred to Starbuck to look for any other answer. Now he hastened to Life Centre; he 


knew she'd be there. 


"What an idiot !'ve been!'' he cursed himself. ''l should've known!" 
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h oO te ze a 
“Love ma forever, or else forever dies, 
But love me for today, Love, 
And each day the sun will rise.” 
Cassie's votce died away at the end of the beautiful sealing song. The hand clenched in hers was 
still; the eyes had closed only a moment before. Tears blurring her own vision, she checked for a 
pulse. There was none. She lay his hand gently at his side. 


"Good-bye, Dillon. | wish | could have done more.'' Her voice broke, and she turned away, blun- 
dering into somebody who'd entered the room in absolute si lence. 


"Cassie,"’ Starbuck whispered, putting his arms around her tenderly. ")t didn't know. i didn't 
understand about Dillon... I'm sorry. Will you forgive me? |! Just didn't know..." 


"Oh, Starbuck, he was so young!" 


She couldn't continue. Cassiopeia buried her face against Starbuck's chest and let herself cry. He 
held her close, and let himself shed a tear for this young man, and remembered another young man. 


''! know. I'm sorry...'' The darkness had never been so empty. 


(lyrics to "The Sealing” used with the permission of Julia Ecklar.) 


"For Cassiopeia’ 


(By Anne Cecil) 


Lessoned wel! to ease the body's tension, 

| was once apprised as carnal treasure, 

Well regarded as a fount of pleasure; 

Each man felt my art as love's invention. 
Here, my talent's spent on grosser healing; 
Social arts are painlessly neglected. 

Speed to staunch the loss, that skill's selected; 
Still | yearn to nurse the wounds of feeling. 
Far ahead, another swing in function 

Turns me back to serving as a woman, 

Helping man survive while staying human, 
Sealed within a sensual conjunction. 

Fate repeats the patterns past forgiving; 
Loving brings the savour back to living. 


Mm aad 
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"Easy Looking" 


(By Anne Ceci 1) 


Part Il 


‘Have some more M‘'dori,"' Captain Laia urged, waving the flask of greenish liquid across the rec room 
table at Lieutenant Freya, who was comfortably sprawled across the better part of two chairs, ‘one 
tilted at a rakish angle. 


Gally was sitting quietly at a small table behind them, munching on a sandwich and trying to sort 
through a pile of micro-chips she'd salvaged from a derelict com unit. The rec room was deserted 
except for the two tables. The party at the longer one included the ever-popular, ever-correct com- 
mander of Purple Squadron, Captain Diana. Gally'd accepted a glass of M'dorf, but chose to stay at 
a distance from the concentration of officers. Her glass sat at her elbow, barely touched, as she 
squinted closely at the chips. 


‘I'm getting drunk,'' Freya announced, and Gally looked up in concern in time to see her friend 
blinking owlishly at the flask, her eyes tracking its swings as she unconsciously mimicked them with 
her own glass. 


"You deserve to, after that landing," Laia said firmly, successfully catching Freya's glass and 
pouring in a generous portion of liquor. 


"You certainly do,'' echoed Diana with a decided nod that made her long red curls bounce. ''How you 
managed to get that ship in the bay at all, with half the undercarriage gone... And then, to walk 
away before it exploded!" She shook her head in admiration, giving Gally, who could see only her 


back, another view of undisciplined red curls swinging loose. At least, her hair doesn't behave, 
Gally noted maliciously. 


The redhead appeared slight, almost fragile, tn contrast to the two larger women. Laia was a solid, 
broad-boned woman whose appearance reflected her capable rellability but showed nothing of the hair- 
trigger reactions she produced behind the controls of a Viper. Freya was simply large; there always 
seemed to be extra amounts of leg and hip in any space the Lieutenant occupied. 


Freya attempted to explain about her narrow escape in the landing bay, but words were beginning to 
elude her. '‘Actually...'' She paused, then peeked at them over the top of her glass. "Actually, | 
ran,'' she confessed. She shivered slightly at the memory, and took another healthy swig of her 
drink. 


‘It's amazing how much damage those Wasps did,'' Laia sighed, copying Freya's motions. 


"Wasps,'' Diana remarked, refilling her own glass with quick, precise motions. ‘That's the official 
name for them, then?'' 

"As good as we've got,'' Lala shrugged. ''It seems to fit. The damage... You realise most of my 
squadron has nothing to fly! Freya's ship is completely gone, Lavanna's and TIrus's need major en- 


gine repairs, and Gideon's has no armament. That leaves me with my own Viper, Corbin's patrol, and 
the trainer, which is in peor shape anyway.'' 


Freya giggled. ''You forgot Gally.'' She waved her glass in Gally's direction. 


Gally attempted to pretend she was deeply engrossed In the study of chips, and hadn't been listening 
at all. 


‘Ah, yes.'' Laia's tone reflected a certain sense of suffering. "How could | forget Galatea?’ 
‘Her ship'sh awright,' Freya beamed beatifically. ‘Landed jus' fine. 


‘'Fine.'' Laia considered the word. ‘That's a way of putting it, | suppose. Not a way I'd use." 
She bit the words off tightly. 
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Diana turned in her seat so she could bring cool green eyes to bear on Gally. “Her ship seems to be 
all in one piece,'' she said carefully. 


"Sergeant Galatea!'' Laia used her command tone. 


"Yes, sir!’ Gally jumped, knocking apart some of her carefully sorted pile. She stood up, and came 
around to stand in front of the longer table, following Laia's emphatic hand gesture. 


Laia cleared her throat. 'Would you care to explain your, uh, interesting manoeuvres during the re- 
cent battle?" Captain Laia was being determinedly patient; she wrapped her hands neatly around her 
glass and looked Gally square in the eye. 


"Explain?" Gally asked tn genuine Innocence. ‘Oh, you mean that little problem with the stabilisers 
and...?" 


Lafa's hands tightened on the glass. She took a deep breath and smiled sweetly. ‘First. DOuring 
the battle, you went into a tight roll. True, you managed to take out a Cylon while you were roll- 
ing, but the impression | received was that you were not In complete contro! of your ship. Certatn- 
ly, you could have deployed your ship more effectively, preventing some of the problems the other 
members of the squadron had. Second.'' She paused, and seemed to reach for calmness. "Your landing 
approach was definitely unorthodox, and exceedingly dangerous.'' Her lips unconsciously formed a 
grim smile, and her blue eyes had a wintry cast. "If you did that on purpose, as some kind of joke, 
or as a dare, then you are out of Orange Squadron -- now." Gally winced involuntarily at the im- 
plied violence in the force behind that word; it was more startling because Laia was always so even- 
tempered. 


"It wasn't like that, str,'' Gally hastened to reassure her. She straightened her shoulders in her 

best militaristic brace and spoke into the ominous silence. ''The stabilisers on my Viper weren't 
working right during my last flight, so | attempted to fix them. My fix was working fine up until | 
dropped it during the fighting."' Gally tried to keep a properly stiff face, but a small, nervous 
grin escaped her. ''l managed to get it back under control, but only partly. One of the chips I{'d 
used came loose, so | used the point from one of my insignia to push it back in place. it was one 
of the integrator diodes, of course, and because it was loose, the circuit was in partial inversion 
with the flux of the energising circuit on the..." 


"Stop.'' Lafa held up a hand. "Suffice it to say you had some hardware failure that was responsible 
for your acrobatics.'' She looked down at her glass of M'dori as if hoping for inspiration. After a 
moment, she raised her head, her face tired, stress lines making it seem older than her yahrens 
deserved. 'Why didn't you notify the OSIRIS that you were having trouble, so they could prepare for 
a possible crash landing?" 


Gally felt her face redden, and she blinked furfously. “If 1 had expected to make a crash landing, 
| would have notified them, sir.'' She raised her chin proudly. ''!l was sure | could correct the 
problem, sir."" The last word hung in the air for several microns, as Captain Laia locked stares 
with her. 


‘She made it, an' thas not felder...fegler...'' Freya was having trouble with her attempted defence. 
She looked mildly surprised at her tongue's disobedience: M'dori was having its usual effect on the 
unwary imbiber. 


Laia conceded, waving her glass wearily. "Sit down, Sergeant. And in future, report any problems 
to the OSIRIS -- whether you are sure you can correct them or not.’' She spoke slowly and with heavy 
emphasis. 'Is that entirely clear?" 


Gally opened her mouth to argue against the unreasonableness of bothering the busy people on the 
battlestar, but the look on her Captain's face made her shut it again. She wilted a little, and 
said only, "Yes. Sir.'' Freya swung her feet off the near chair and pulled Gally down into it, 
nearly losing her own balance in the process. 


Diana hid a small smile, and did her bit to cover the awkwardness. ''The fact remains,'' she reminded 
Laia, "Orange Squadron is in bad shape. And if Purple Squadron runs into these Wasps, we could wind 
up no better off."' Her slender shoulders quivered at the idea, and she took another sip of M'dori 
to ward off the sudden chill. 


"Discussing the supply situation again?'"' A strong, virile voice rang pleasantly through the room. 
All four women looked automatically toward the doorway, where a tall, blond man stood, regarding 


them with a broad smile on his handsome face. His green eyes sought and held Diana's, openly ac- 
knowledging the special relationship between them. 
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"Come join us, Morgan,"' Diana Invited with a wave. 'We're trying the M'dorl cure for our troubles. 
We haven't come up with any more productive plan."' She hooked another chair with a shapely leg, 
nudging It into place beside her. That chair would have fallen over if I'd tried to do that, Gally 
thought enviously. 


Morgan moved forward, his long stride carrying him quickly away from the door, and the women saw he 
was not alone. Hidden in his shadow was another of Purple Squadron's Warrior-pilots. |The second 
man hesitated in the doorway, watching Morgan's confident movements expresstonlessly. 


Diana frowned, as if in mild annoyance, but she said, "Baleron, you might as well join us, too." 


Gally watched the Warrior walk stiffly forward, contrasting the battle-scarred form with the lithe, 
agile, almost arrogantly handsome youth she'd met yahrens ago at the Caprican Academy. !t was sti11 
easy for her to forget the mangled cheek surrounding the cyber eye that served as the left side of 
his face. Baleron was the only person on board whom she'd known before, excepting the refugees 
who'd come with her. He had been one of the few people at the Academy who'd never remarked on her 
lack of social graces. Their relationship had been made easier by Its simplicity, since, of course, 
he was madly in love with her gorgeous roommate. Now her roommate was {n another part of space, and 
Baleron had changed, outwardly, at least. 


Gally noted the uneasiness his appearance caused, and his reaction; he took a seat slightly away 
from the others. If they'd known him before, she was sure, they, teo, would see that firm jaw and 


straight nose, the velvet brownness of his remaining real eye, and not be put off by a few stray 
scars. 


''! heard the description of those new ships from the bridge -- Wasps, you're calling them? -- and | 
was curfous to hear more, first-hand.'' He seemed to be apologising for joining them. ‘Were they 
really so dangerous?"! 


'Very,'' Laia said shortly, and went back to studying her drink. 


Morgan seemed content to look at Diana, who was reflectively rubbing the side of her glass. Freya 
seemed to be considering sliding into her glass. 


Gally, who'd been slouching fn her chair, straightened and said brightly into the silence, 'Actual- 
ly, their firepower isn't as great as a Viper, or a Raider. The real problem is thelr manoeuvra- 
bility. They have almost exactly the same configurations as a Viper, and very nearly the same capa- 
bility when it comes to tight turns, speed, and sudden changes in direction. It looks remarkably 
like the Cylons took a downed Viper and attempted to copy [t. Maybe the reason their weaponry ts 
poorer has something to do with the condition of their model." 


"Nex' time, you'll hav't'ask 'em."" Freya giggled at her own joke, sending waves of dark hair bounc- 
ing in all directions. Somehow, her state of mild inebriation had loosened not only her tonque but 
also that cloud of dark hair, normally shoved and pinned into a reasonably disciplined knot. 


Baleron raised his good eyebrow at the Lieutenant, whose cheery grin was becoming obscured by waves 


of hair. Freya ineffectively pawed some back, and up-ended her empty glass. ‘''More?'' she asked 
hopefully. 
Laia and Diana exchanged frowns, then Laia sighed. ‘''She hasn't got a ship to fly, so why keep her 


sober?'' She poured more from the bottle into the glass Freya clutched tightly. 


Gally kept her mouth firmly shut, Ignoring the two Captains’ behaviour, resolving inwardly to stay 
sober so she could see her friend safely back to her bunk later. 


Baleron managed to suggest he was shocked by this unWarrforlike conduct, without actually saying 
anything directly. He shifted in his seat, edging farther from the group, and addressed the centre 
of the table. ''The supply situation fs becoming critical, then?" 


"Critical isn't the word," Laia said with a soft moan. "Disastrous might be closer, though I'm not 
sure that's strong enough, either.'' She propped her chin on her hand, elbow braced on the table, 
and returned to dismal contemplation. 


Baleron pursed his lips, unconsciously rippling the scar up the left side of his face. ''Surely 
there must be something we can do," he said vigourously. 


Diana averted her eyes, evidently repelled by the scar, but she answered seriously. ''There aren't 
any Viper factories out here. The Cylons would've made very sure of that before anything else. 
And we really don't have time to go build our own,'' she added more facetiously, trading a sidelong 
glance with Morgan, who responded with a small smile. 


‘a 
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‘Ummph!'' Freya made a strangled sound, which evolved into words after a micron. "Shipsh. We need 
shipsh?"' She looked around for approval, waving her glass gently. Gally nodded helpfully, and that 
seemed sufficient encouragement. '‘Who'sh got shipsh? Cy-lons, thash who. We shou! jus' go take 
shome a theirsh."' She beamed enthusiastically and waved her arm again, slopping some M'dori on 
Gally's uniform, where it found a home between a grease stain and what looked suspiciously like 
glue. Gally mopped at it half-heartedly with the edge of her sleeve, while Baleron's face convulsed 
evilly in what Gally recognised as a suppressed laugh, and Laia closed her eyes in disgust. 


Diana glanced reflexively at her own spotlessly trim uniform, then gave a wry chuckle. "With ideas 
like that, who knows how far we'll go?!! 


"Any idea should be examined for merit, no matter how ridiculous it seems on first appraisal,'' 
Baleron lectured, steepling his fingers In his best professorial pose. 


"Actually, it's a good idea!" Gally sat up suddenly, as the brillftant simplicity of what her friend 
had mumbled penetrated. Her movement caused Freya to begin listing in Laia's direction, but Laia 


simply put out a strong arm and pushed her back. ‘If we could raid them, and take some of their 
ships...'' Visions of replacement parts filled her tmagination, and her mind began to churn. 
Laia said patiently, 'We wouldn't be able to fly them.'' She obviously hadn't understood; her face 


was still glum. 


Morgan offered a good-natured suggestion, but his tone was half-joking. ''Maybe Hannibal could work 
up a crash course." 


Diana and Laia winced, and Diana threatened Morgan in mock anger with the nearly empty M'dori bot- 
tle. 


Gally ignored them all.  ''The Wasps,'' she reminded them. “Why couldn't we fly them, if they really 
are imitation Vipers?" 


Diana brightened, her attention caught. "If they really are based on Vipers... Laia?" 
Laia twirled her glass again, thinking before she answered. "It might be possible,’ she said grudq- 
ingly, shrugging broad shoulders. ‘''They were being run by only one Cylon, and the glimpse | caught 


looked like standard issue Cylon, not one specially wired for pilot duty." 


That gave Gally another thought, one that had occurred to her before. Impulsively, she asked aloud, 
‘'! wonder why they've always imitated us, and put Cylon robots in the ships as pilots, instead of 
just creating intelligent Raiders?" 


Morgan shuddered, and raised a glass. ‘''Thank the Lords of Kobol, those machines don't have your 
imagination.'' For the first time since he'd joined them, he looked directly at Gally, as if he were 
seeing the flow of diagrams and circuits flashing through her head as she considered how easy it 
would be to integrate a Cylon directly into his ship. She shivered uneasily, looking away from 
those penetrating green eyes; silly to let him make her uncomfortable, but it always happened. 


Baleron ignored the distractions, intent on exploring Freya's idea. ''So, it is a possibility that 
we could fly the Wasps, if we could capture some,'' he summarised pedantically. 


Laia shook her frazzled head. ‘''And where are you going to find them?'' 


‘At a Cylon base, | assume,"’ said Baleron reasonably. He leaned forward, turning his face so the 
unscarred side was toward the two Captains. Unfortunately, this made him seem to be locking at a 
point somewhere over Freya's head. Laia had gone back to studying her glass, and Diana and Morgan 
were engaged in some kind of half-whispered conference over who was going for another flask of 
M'dori. Gally heard Morgan whisper something that sounded like, ''...but you drank it." 


Gally looked at B8aleron. If he thought it was a good idea, maybe she should consider it. ''They 
were escorting two tankers somewhere.'' She frowned in thought. ''If we could extrapolate their 
course, it should lead us to more of them. Or at least to something worthwhile. If not a base, 
then...then...'' She waved her hand as if the motion would fill in something. 


"Extrapolating a course is simple.'' Baleron smiled, the left side of his face crinkling unpleasant- 
ly. As usual, the evilness of his expression indicated the sincerity of his desire to help. "Al- 
phard could program the bridge computer to tell you exactly where they were going, using the input 
from two of your Viper tracking tapes.'' 


Diana nodded, a lock of bright red hair slipping forward unnoticed to hover dangerously near her 
glass. ‘Even if all we found was a Cylon base, at least we'd know where it is.'' Gally looked at 
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her in surprise; she'd been listening to the conversation all along, in spite of her byplay with 
Morgan. Diana flushed slightly and said, ‘Did that make sense? This stuff does creep up on you." 
She smiled a little at Gally. 


"No, it's perfectly logical," Morgan defended her genially. 'We need all the information we can get 
about the Cylons. And if we get lucky, we might find something really useful -- a source of tylium, 


maybe even a factory complex of some kind."' He tilted back fn his chair, bracing himself with a 
long leg against the table support. ‘It's definitely worth following up.'' 
"Washpsh.'' Freya raised her head and beamed upon them, her eyes focussing randomly, her abundant 


_ hair seeming to float under its own power. '"'Fin' Washpsh."' Gally stared in amazement at the hover- 
Ing cloud, wondering if maybe it was a form of sentient life that had replaced Freya's real hair on 
some exploratory trip without anyone realising it. 


"Ah,'' said Laia gently, only that mild tone suggesting her annoyance. ‘'And if, by some chance, they 
do have anice little nest of Wasps, how do we get our hands on them? Do we Just ask nicely? 
Or...'' She paused, the thought bringing a twist of laughter to her face that made her look girlish. 
‘Perhaps they'll be having a raffle, giving them away as doorprizes.'' 


Baleron shifted in his chair, preparing to consider the other side of the issue. "The real problem 
is keeping the Cylons from suspecting our presence. So far, we've been amazingly lucky, but if they 
should suspect that the GALACTICA isn't the only surviving Colonial battlestar..." 


Since everyone in the room knew all this, Gally felt no embarrassment about interrupting. ‘All we 
need to do is knock out their communications first,'' she said enthusiastically, her words almost 
colliding in her eagerness to get them out. ''Then we can bring the OSIRIS in and pound their de- 
fences into the ground."" She looked at the Captains, waiting for their reaction. 


"And just how," Laia inquired patiently, ‘''do we knock their communications out?" She looked com- 
pletely unimpressed by Gally's Inspiration. 


Gally rubbed the tip of her tongue against her upper lip. Lata had a way of pointing out little de- 
tails that could be difficult to deal with. But Gally was sure there was away; she had another 
flash of Inspiration. ‘Well,'' she let out a breath, ‘what if we just stole some Cylon suits and 
dressed up a couple of people in them? Then they could walk right into the command centre and turn 
off the communications.'' She sat back and looked around at the properly amazed faces. 


''Ah,'' said Laia as she set her glass down very carefully. Gally tried not to smile as she waited to 
hear the Captain's praise. A couple of Cylon suits. What a clever fdea. | wonder why | didn't 
think of that.'' Her voice was deadly calm, more devastating than if it had been openly mocking. 
Gally could see Diana struggling not to laugh, as Laia continued. ‘Someone just puts on those heavy 
metal suits, which weigh, oh, maybe three times a man's weight, and strolls into the command centre. 
.Then they casually turn off communications. And strol!? out again, | presume." 


Gally felt a kind of stinging in her eyes, and heat in her cheeks that told her she was red-faced, 
but she put her chin up defiantly. ‘This is an exploration ship,'' she said flatly, trying to match 
Laia's superior tone. ‘There are devices to wear on heavy gravity worlds that let you support four 
or five times your own weight. And once you have the uniforms on, those machines don't have the 
imagination to suspect your actions.'' 


She's right.'' To Gally's surprise, Ofana nodded decisively in support, sending her hair bobbing. 
"The exo-suits would support the weight. And the Cylons would never suspect us. They'd never ex- 
pect us to try anything so..." 


Crazy?" Laia suggested, but she was grinning In amusement now that Diana supported the idea. 


"Unusual," Diana said firmly. “This just might work." Her lips curved, and her eyes sparkled, lit 
with interior excitement that made them glisten as radiantly as the shaft of light glinting through 
her glass of M'dorf. Gally noted again how much more seriously people took ideas when they came 
from someone as beautiful as the Captain. 


Morgan was watching Diana with an adoring gaze; even Baleron reacted more positively now.  ‘''There 
are real possibilities in the idea, that's for sure. Perhaps | could convince the Commander to let 
me explore them further. Diana, I'm sure you and | together could convince..." 


Morgan cut across Baleron's words coldly. ‘lt would need to be a group effort.'' He gathered him- 
self in the chair, his body tensing as he glared at Baleron. Gally started, then realised that 
Morgan had misread Baleron's words to Imply some sort of personal interest on his part tn Ofana. 
That proud Warrior was stiffening, as if at a challenge. 
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Hastily, Gally said, "All of us should go.’ 


Freya echoed happily, ''Go!'' and swung an arm outward, lurching forward as if leading a charge, send- 
ing the empty flask rocking perllously. Morgan's quick reflexes saved the flask, catching it by 
stretching one arm the width of the table in a graceful arc. 


Diana stood up, leaning somewhat stiffly against the table. Gally wondered if, in spite of her rep- 
utation, she was feeling the effects of the M'dori. But she spoke clearly enough. ‘We have a good 
idea,'' she announced. ''l think the Commander would be interested.'' She looked around at the group, 
as if for approval. 


Gally was trying to keep Freya upright in her chair, but she could see Laia blinking, her antagonism 
seemingly washed away by the M'dori. Morgan was grinning, for reasons only Morgan knew. Baleron 
stood up, too, and looked directly at Diana. His face was lit with twisted enthustasm, one eye 
glowing evilly, one eye still flat and false, the scar pulling his face into a grotesque mask. 
"It'll go with you to see the Commander," he volunteered, and Gally hoped he didn't see the flicker 
of distaste on Diana's face. After all, he couldn't help the way his face looked. 


Instantly, Morgan was on his feet as well, easily towering over both Diana and Baleron. "Let's go 
right now!"' His tone sounded challenging, though Gally couldn't imagine who he'd be directing a 
challenge toward. 


There was an immediate crash as Freya's chair hit the floor, followed by Gally's a micron later, as 
she grabbed for the swaying Warrior. Laia looked up, and then resignedly pushed herself to her 
feet. ''What can he do but throw us out?" she said, her mouth twisting sardonically. ‘The Cylons . 
have already done the grounding.'"' 
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"Tell me again, very slowly, just how we convinced the Commander that this frakin' plan made sense?" 
An all too sober Freya, her hair pulled so tightly back that it gave her face a stark severity, had 
trapped Gally in a corner of the small briefing room. Her dark eyes reflected more honest puzzle- 
ment than her belligerent tone suggested. 


“it's not really a bad plan,"' Gally said defensively, trying to edge away. ''Of course, some parts 
of it are...indefinite...but that's to be expected." 


Indefinite!" Freya snorted, closing her eyes briefly. ‘That's not what r'd call it. Insane, may= 
be. Ridiculous. Half-baked. Impossible. I1l-conceived. Unrealistic. Daggit-brained." She 
seemed capable of continuing indefinitely, but to Gally's relief, a dry voice broke through her 
tirade. 


There's no need for you to go along, if you feel that way.'' Baleron's ascetic form was a welcome 
sight to Gally, as he avoided scattered chairs, making his way across the room to the two women. 
‘'l'm sure someone else could be found to volunteer in your place." 


Freya began to bristle, but then she was distracted. In the doorway, young Sergeant Arion struck a 
pose with arms akimbo, a wicked grin on his face. ‘''Sure, Freya,'' he teased. ''! know Alexandra's 
been dying of curiosity. She's game for any action.'' 


Freya gave both men a level look, then shrugged. ''Oh, I'11 go,'' she said. ''There should be at 
least one sane person along.'' Gally grinned to herself; Freya would never admit she liked adven- 
ture. Freya glared at Baleron, as if defying him to respond, and continued, ''Someone with enough 
smarts to keep themselves fn one piece." 


Baleron stiffened, and seemed about to reply to the insult, but Gally broke in hastily. "Captain 
Diana's going along, don't forget. She's certainly sane.'' Diana's reputation for sane, cool behav- 
jour under any circumstances was legend. Freya couldn't possibly suggest that Diana would be irre- 
sponsible, let alone fnsane. 


Freya gave Gally an irritated look, but she moved away to drop into a nearby chair, straddling it. 
"| thought better of her judgment," she said tartly, hooking her scuffed boots into the rungs. 

Fs ; 
Arion broke his pose and crossed the room to slide onto another chair, reversing it so he faced 
Freya over the back, his arms crossed, a look of mild worry on his face. "You really think this ex- 
pedition is a bad idea?" 


Gally found herself holding her breath, waiting for Freya's reply. Freya answered slowly, her face 
more serious than usual, and her tone, for once, devoid of sarcasm. "ft really think we are running 
out of ships and ammunition -- and desperate people will grasp at any chance, no matter how slim." 


23 


There was an uneasy quiet In the room for a moment. Gally was trying to inconspicuous ly slip out of 
the corner and take a seat closer to the door. Just as Arion began a reply to Freya, Gally's foot 
somehow snagged a chair behind her, and the chair went down with a resounding crash. 


Both Arion and Baleron swung around, Arion knocking his own chair to the floor as he sprang into a 
defensive posture, his hands stiff before him, his body in a half-crouch. 


'Gally, | swear your timing's so bad, it's suspicious,’ Freya drawled, still seated, although she'd 
straightened in her chair. 


‘What's going on here?" The immediately recognisable tones of an angry Captain Diana brought al! 
four into stances roughly resembling military '‘attention.'' The Captain was poised in the doorway, 
sliding a laser back !tnto its holster as she surveyed the scene. 


Baleron elected himself spokesman. ''A chafr was knocked over,'' he explained evenly. ‘Just a little 
accident.'' His tone was almost icy, as if the question had been unreasonable. 


Diana focussed her Ire on the tall, battle-scarred Sergeant as she entered the room. "It sounded 
more as if you were throwihg chairs in here."’ She pushed back a rebellious lock of red hair as she 
threw a penetrating look at each of them. "We don't need dissension at the start of what Is going 
to be a dangerous mission. If any of you feel you can't work together...'' She let her voice trail 
off, but her stare returned meaningfully to Baleron. 


Behind the Captain, the doorway filled with the tall frame of Lieutenant Morgan, his face wearing an 
expression of faint amusement. Gally wondered what he had to be amused about, even as she tried to 
think of some way to take the unfair pressure off Baleron, who was staring blankly at some spot to 
the right of the irritated Captain, his scarred face devoid of any expression. 


The tableau was broken as Morgan stepped aside for the entrance of Commander Christopher. Trim and 
fit, solidly filling out the traditional blue uniform, the man had a presence, carried a weight of 
authority that made him seem larger than the far taller man beside him. His glance flicked over 
each of them, summing up their attitudes and merits in an instant, but he made no comments. He 
strode to the small podium at the front of the room and checked the viewer dials, giving them mo- 
ments to unobtrusively collect chairs and assemble tn regulation formation. Diana stood in the 


front row, flanked by Lieutenants Morgan and Freya; the three Sergeants formed a stiff line in the 
rear. 


'Sit,'’ the Commander said economically, his brisk nod acknowledging their respectful line-up; they 
all sat. 


"Our long-range scanners'' -- the Commander pressed a switch, causing a hologram of a planet to form 
on the dull grey wall -- “have observed this world In detail while we hid in the aura of their sun. 
We've seen several fleets of tankers, guarded by a mix of Raiders and Wasps, land in this port.'' 
The planet expanded, the view centring on one particular continent, enlarging to one area which be- 
came recognisable as a spaceport, lined with square buildings that would be warehouses and service 
bays, marked with the scorched concrete common to all places where ships repeatedly launched. They 
could see rows of Wasps and Raiders, poised to take flight. 


The hologram paused on one taller building, dominated by slender cones of sparkling white material 
that extruded unevenly from the roof. ‘This is clearly their main control centre. Note the pro- 
Fusion of high-density long distance transmitters, far more than a small, of f-the-main-space-lanes 
planet warrants." 


The holo resumed its journey, stopping again at a small building set back from the launch area and 
distinguished only by the extensive fenced area beyond it. The hologram jerked suddenly forward, to 
peer into the fenced area, where rows of blocky objects shrouded in grey covers bulked mysteriously; 
then it swung back to concentrate on a featureless door. 


“What was that?'' Sergeant Arion's insatiable curiosity won over his sense of military decorum. 
Gally was equally fascinated, although she'd seen these holos three times before; but, when Christo- 
pher fixed Arion with a tight glare, she was glad she hadn't been the one to interrupt. 


The Commander continued with no change in inflection. ''This small ceremony Is repeated at regular 
intervals of a planetary day. You'll note there are exactly six Cylons in the incoming crew.'' The 
holo, still centred on the door, showed a group of six Cylons marching up. One towed an anti-grav 
sled, with something covered by another of the impenetrable grey sheets. The door Opened, and two 
Cylons came out. The crew of six halted, facing the two from the building; ritual salutes were ex- 
changed, metal arms glinting in the sunlight as the figures moved in perfect unison. The Cylon with 
the sled unhooked the tow from its waist, transferred it to one of the Cylons from the building, and 
stepped back, into line. The arms flashed once more, and the six executed a simultaneous turn and 
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marched off in perfect formation, while the other two Cylons returned to the building with the sled, 
closing the door behind them. 


'We traced the incoming crew into the mountains,"' the Commander explained as the holo blurred and 
resolved into a new view. They saw a rocky clearing with a cave mouth in a cliffside behind it. 
The holo closed to a tight focus on the sides of the cave mouth, so they could all see the smooth 
regularity produced by a laser beam. Then it pulled back, so they could watch the crew of six Cy- 
lons emerge from the entrance, the last Cylon leading the loaded sled. Gally wondered if this was 
the same set they'd seen earlier; but, of course, since all Cylons looked exactly alike, ft was im- 
possible to tell. 

"We assume [t's some kind of mining operation,"' sald the Commander, as the holo showed the Cylons 
halting In the centre of the clearing. A new team of six Cylons marched into the clearing, their 
backs to the viewers. The last member of the group towed an empty sled. A longer ritual exchange 
was performed, then the new group marched ponderously into the dark entrance, while the original six 
moved steadily forward, through and out of the hologram's sight. 


‘We have no idea what they're mining, or why.'' The Commander pointedly directed his comment toward 
Arion. ''We do know there are always six In each group; they take the same route through the forest 
back to the port; and after they turn over the sled, they enter what appears to be barracks.'' The 
hologram did a fast blur, then showed the six Cylons, sledless, marching into a long, low building. 
They stay there for a day, and then a new crew emerges and marches out to the mining site with an 
empty sled." 


Under her breath, Freya murmured, "For recharging their little batteries. 


"You'll notice -= the Commander made it sound like an order -- "that the control building is not 
far from the barracks. A crew of six could redirect their course and arrive at the control centre, 
allowing several centons before alarms would be raised by their non-appearance at an expected place. 
Once inside the control centre, any diversionary tactics would give one of you time to sabotage the 
communications gear. None of you should have any trouble recognising the appropriate relays." 


The hologram dutifully switched to a scene of Cylons moving intently before a lighted board. ''Since 
these are computer controlled, just as our equipment is, damage to the weakest links -- the sending 
and receiving terminals -- will effectively render the whole system inoperative.'' The holo zoomed 
to a close-up of a glowing green screen. ‘Damage these -- there should be two -- and then retreat 
to safety.'' The holo swung to the right, paused at an identical screen, then winked off. 


"All of you have practiced with the exo-skeletons we've jJury-rigged to enable you to wear the Cylon 
suits.'' The Commander paused as if for reassurance, and Gally found herself nodding in reply. 
"Lieutenant Morgan will wear the transmitter; once we hear the signal, the OSIRIS will leave the 
protection of the sun and make, at full speed, for the port area. Any ships that succeed in launch- 
ing can be destroyed by our weaponry before they escape to warn the Cylon High Command. The OSIRIS 
should have no trouble knocking out the ground-based weapons as well. We've identified their power 
source; with that gone, the individual Cylons will cease to function in a short time, and we can 
safely take over the base, strip what we can use'' -- he paused, and looked again at Arion -- ''satis- 
fy any lingering curiosity, and be on our way before the High Command sends troops to investigate 
the failure in communications.'' 


‘What about the tankers, sir?’ Arion was undaunted. ‘What if one of them arrives while we're...fn 
the middle of things?" Gally admired the ease with which the young Sergeant always came up with 
more questions, even if they were ones that had already occurred to the people planning the mission. 


The Commander smiled grimly. ''The Cylons adhere to schedule in al} things, Sergeant. The tankers 
arrive quite regularly -- and since one has just left, we have an operational window before the next 
is due. That's why you're going down now." 


He looked at each of them in turn, measuringly. 'l realise that each of you except Sergeant Arion 
has been involved In planning this mission, and has probably seen all of these holograms before. 
| merely want to impress upon you, while there fs still this last chance to reconsider, that this is 
a dangerous and extremely risky mission. You have all volunteered; I!'m sure you're al] aware that 
Captain Laia's replacement was at my order, not her request. The circumstances under which the idea 
for this mission was conceived were...less than sober, but it will be carried out in a completely 
sober manner. It would be understandable -- and would carry no...penalty -- if any of you wished to 
change your mind." He stood silently, watching them, waiting expectantly. 


Gally glanced sideways at Freya, but that Warrior was sitting as impassively as Baleron, her eyes 
steady on the Commander. Gally looked back at the man and suddenly realised, '‘''He wants us to back 
out! He's really worried about us!" 
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Impulsively, she said aloud, "I'm sure we'll all come back all right, Commander.'' Out of the corner 
of her eye, she saw Freya cast a despairing glance at the ceiling, but the Commander only looked 
startled, and for a moment, a little older. 


"Very well," Christopher said crisply. ''Report to Alpha Shuttle Bay for launch In twenty centons.'! 
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Watching the stars flash by the shuttle viewports, Gally wished she could be up front to observe the 
manoeuvres Captain Diana was doing to make the shuttle imitate the gentle arc of a captured meteor 
heading in toward the planet. It was only reasonable that Lieutenant Morgan, a highly-skilled pilot 
in his own right and Diana's own wingman, should be in the co-pilot's seat. Still, it would have 
been interesting... 


She sighed, and turned to observe the other three occupants of the shuttle's cabin. The shuttle was 
built to carry several times the current number of passengers, so each of them had room to lounge. 
Gally was curled against the port. Arion perched on the edge of the middle seat tn one row, his 
back to the pilot's compartment, facing Baleron, who was doing his Imitation of a stone Warrior, 
sitting absolutely still, with mot even his real eye blinking. Freya was sprawled across three 
seats, watching the others with an amused smirk and only occasionally adding one of her sharp com- 
ments to the conversation. 


"They must be mining something valuable,'' Arion insisted heatedly, irritated by Baleron's behaviour. 
‘Gold or precious stones, maybe, or maybe something that can be used for fuel. They wouldn't go to 
all this trouble if ft wasn't valuable. Look at the way they protect those tankers!'' His brown 
eyes danced, and his face glowed as he talked, as if he could convince Baleron and Freya by the very 
force of his considerable enthusiasm. Gally thought privately that his arguments showed a great 
deal of logic, although she knew their superiors had been unimpressed. 


His current audience was equally unmoved. Baleron, in a tone hinting of boredom, said, 'We never 
conclusively established whether those tankers were taking something away or bringing something to 
the planet." 


Freya threw in, ''More likely, It's something only a Cylon could love -- like fancy tin to plate 
their dress helmets."' 


Arion, as usual, was undaunted. He continued to speculate volubly, equally ignoring both Baleron's 
cold logic and Freya's sarcastic outbursts. He wanted to investigate the Cylon mines. That the de- 
tour was unapproved, and that no one was in favour of making it, did not discourage him. The danger 
in their real mission had made no visible impression on him. 


Gally listened contentedly. She was happy to be with friends, those few who affectionately toler- 
ated her social blunders and valued her somewhat eccentric point of view. That they themselves were 
eccentric never occurred to her; raised among books and machines, away from "normal'' people, Gally 
had no comfortable set of standards by which to judge others, so her evaluation was based more on 
how they responded to her than by society's measure -- when she even knew what that was. 


Arion smoothed back a lock of brown hair, deliberately relaxing his shoulders and softening his 
voice. ''Those exo-suit harnesses we're going to wear -- they're going to give us the strength to 
overpower the Cylons in the first place, and to wear those suits of armour after that, right?"' He 
paused, appealing to his audience with wide eyes and spread hands. 


Reluctantly, 8aleron conceded, ''That's the plan." 


Arion pounced. ''Then why couldn't one or two of us use the extra speed of the harnesses to check 
out the mines? We're going to be ambushing the Cylons on the trail; we can't be that far from the 
mines, and we should be able to run over and be back long before we're needed for the misstion."' He 
took a quick breath, then delivered his clincher with exaggerated emphasis. 'We might learn some- 
thing of critical importance to..." 


Freya cut through his speech, her voice a merciless drawl. "At the least, you might get killed. 
Worse, you might warn the Cylons that we're around, and put us all in danger.'’ 


Arion flushed, and his eyes sparkled with sudden anger. Gally found herself suddenly remembering 
that this was a proven Warrior who'd endured Cylon tortures and made his share of kills in a Viper. 
Treating him like a touchy youth, even if he did look and act like one, could be dangerous. 


Freya's eyes flashed daggers, her mouth twisted with contempt, but before any more angry words could 
be spoken, Baleron interposed, his dry tones depressing. ‘We're going to be ambushing the Cylons at 
the best strategic spot. With my knowledge of tactics, | assume that to be a location rather nearer 
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the base than the mine. The exact distance between the base and the mine wasn't mentioned at any 
briefing | attended, but if it takes a team of Cylons half a day to cover it, assuming they are 
marching at full speed, it would be approximately 115.3 kilometres between the base and the mine." 
His eyes gleamed, the real one with glee and the false one with energy, as he talked on, his face 
otherwise a bland mask, and his voice devoid of all inflection. ‘Assuming only three-quarters speed 
for the marching Cylons, the distance computes..."' 


Arion settled back in his seat, his anger and his enthusiasm equally deflated. Freya threw an ap- 
peal upward with her expressive eyes, grimaced, and settled back with a pained look on her face. 
Gally wondered whether the others truly didn't realise that Baleron was deliberately boring the con- 
frontation out of existence. She Ifstened, fascinated, as he managed to drone on and on. 


Freya's patience was shortest. Somewhere between one-sixth and one-twelfth speed, she said rudely, 
"Shut up, Baleron. Nobody cares!'' Then there was quiet in the shuttle unti! Captain Diana's voice 
came over the com, warning them to prepare for landing. 


The landing was relatively gentle, considering the rough terrain they dropped into. Baleron went 
quickly to the storage area and began pulling out their gear. Gally helped him, as Arton and Freya 
took up defensive positions near the exit hatch, ready to spring out with drawn lasers [If Fate put 
some enemy there. 


Captain Diana strode briskly through the shuttle, Morgan following and almost appearing to stroll. 
Diana acknowledged the two Warrfiors' positions with an approving nod of her red curls, said tersely, 
''No detectable power surges in a 50-metre radius,'' and released the exit hatch with a decisive sweep 
of her hand. 


The shuttle was tucked Into a narrow cleft of rocky hills, out of sight of all electronic eyes. The 
only danger would be if the Cylons sent a party to investigate the ''meteor.'' The OSIRIS crew in- 
tended to fulfill their mission well before that. 


One by one, they took a pack from Gally and swung clear to find footing on the pebbled surface. As 
Baleron dropped down to join the rest, he activated the mechanism that closed the hatch, sealing the 
shuttle to any accidental prying. 


‘'Phew!'' Freya wrinkled her nose. "This place smells like an unchanged bast litter box!" 


Baleron raised his head and sniffed as he snapped the last buckles of his exo-skeleton into place. 
"Actually, it smells like a pterox cage,'' he commented thoughtful ly. 


"A pterox? I've heard of them; aren't they extremely rare?" Arion talked as he shouldered the 
light pack of tools for dismantling Cylons. ‘'Found only in one isolated spot on Canceria?" 


"lf they're so rare, how did you get to know them so well, Baleron? Or'' -- Freya questioned in mock 
surprise -- ''were you trying to make a joke?'' Gally marvelled at the variety of ways Freya found to 
puncture the slightest suggestion of an inflated eqo. 


Her skill was wasted on Baleron. He replied soberly, ''! had the misfortune to room for a short time 
with the owner of a pterox. It's true, they're extremely rare, and an unusually beautiful bird, but 
the sheer volume -- as well as the stench -- of their droppings keeps them from being popular." 


''Hmmm.'' Ofana frowned. ‘''So, by the time we get back, the shuttle could smell like this, too." 


''] imagine they'll get over their first fright at our landing and return soon.'"' Baleron had begun 
eyeing the sky somewhat warily, and now the others began peering nervously upward. 


“Maybe we can just wait ‘til the OSIRIS knocks out the Cylons, and use one of their ships," Arion 
suggested, a hand held against his nose. 


Diana shook her head, glanced over each of them, obviously checking their readiness, then raised an 
arm in a traditional ‘let's go'' gesture. She led the way down the valley, and the rest fell into a 
disciplined line behind her, single file until the valley widened, then automatically spreading out 
to form a cross, Freya and Arion flanking to the right, Baleron and Morgan to the left, and Gally 
forming the rear point behind Diana. 


Gally found it a weird sensation. They were quiet, alert, behaving as if this were a normal patrol. 
But, expending no more effort than that required for a casual stroll, they were bounding over metres 
at a step. 


At the end of the valley, a rockfall blocked their passage. There was a plateau visible above. 
Diana gathered herself and hopped to a halfway point on a large boulder; another hop, and she was 
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standing atop the plateau. The others moved up and repeated her actions one by one, disappearing 
over the edge as they bounded on. Gally looked doubtfully at the boulder, which had shifted slight- 
ly under Morgan's wefght, took a deep breath, clenched her teeth, and hopped. The boulder rocked, 
and she promptly fell to her hands and knees, unable to get enough purchase to jump again before it 
actually started rolling. 


"Stay still!" she hissed at it. 


Ignoring her, the boulder gave a determined lurch and rolled forward. Gally scuttled backwards with 
a crab-like motion, keeping herself on the rapidly shifting top for a few moments while she looked 
around wildly. Some native version of a tree, orange-barked but with discernable roots, was cling- 
ing hardily to the inhospitable cliff face. Abruptly, Gally pushed with the foot closest to flat 
against the rock, launching herself to the side in an ungraceful scramble. She embraced the hardy 
little tree with enthusiasm, pulling out half its root structure as she clung frantically to it. 


"Gally? Above her, a deep volce sounded concerned. She twisted around, parting the tree's meagre 
vegetation; Morgan was peering down over the edge of the cliff. 


Beside him, another form appeared, the fuzzy halo of hair identifying her before she spoke. "Gally! 
What the frak are you doing down there? You look ridiculous!" 


"Perhaps ,'' Morgan sald thoughtfully, ‘we should have brought some rope.'! 
Freya shook her head and called down, "Gally, stop hanging around, and get up here!" 


Having had a few moments to study the situation, Gally took a deep breath and started yanking her- 
self up the cliff, moving from handhold to handhold. With the power assist of the exo-skeleton, it 
was a little like swimming; she felt the pull of gravity against her, but each outcropping she 
grasped served to thrust her farther, even when they crumbled as she used them. In a few centons, 
she was standing somewhat unsteadily beside Freya and Morgan, breathing only a little harder than if 
she'd run a few kilometres. 


At once, they bounded ahead to where the others waited, all resuming their positions in the defen- 
sive sweep. They continued on for several centars, over rock weatherbeaten to a boring flatness, 
until Diana signalled a halt. The plateau stretched levelly for kilometres to each side; but immed- 
lately before them, it dropped abruptly into another narrow valley. The valley was crowded with as- 
sorted orangey flora, a lush stand of trees, and an enthusiastic tangle of weeds, all supported by 
an anemic little creek trickling through the centre. 


"There's the path.'"' Diana nodded toward the valley, took two paces forward, lecoked straight down 
over the edge, and stepped over it into nothingness. 


As she watched Morgan's bright head disappear from view, Gally gulped and whispered to Freya, ''Do 
you see any path?!! 


Freya gave her a reassuring slap on the shoulder. ''It's not as bad as it looks, Gally,'' she said 
with a grin. "You'll get used to these things in time." 


Gally attempted a withering smile, but Freya only grinned wider. Baleron followed Arion over the 
edge, then Freya moved into position. Gally took another deep breath -- she'd given her lungs more 
exercise this morning than they'd had in sectars! -- and stepped forward. Bracing herself, she 
peered nervously over the edge, leaning out just enough to see clearly. 


About a third of the way down the face of the cliff was a ledge; Freya crouched on it, and below her 
on a lower ledge, Baleron balanced gracefully. Even as Gally watched, he stepped out Into the last 
drop, Freya Jumping to take his place. 


"It must be easy,'"' Gally said firmly to herself. "Any Warrtor with normal coordination can handle 
it."' She looked down again, noticing that the now-empty first ledge was actually rather narrow and 
ran only a few metres in either direction. If she missed it, there was a serfously long drop -- and 
none of those nice little orange-barked trees grew on this cliff. 


‘Ohhh.'' Gally let out her breath and closed her eyes briefly. It was such a long way down... lf 
she hesitated any longer, they'd all be waiting for her again. ''They all made it safely,'' she re- 
minded herself in a voice that, even to her, sounded scared. She opened her eyes, straightened, and 
stepped off, stiff with anticipation. 


The jolt of hitting the first ledge, even cushioned by the exo-skeleton, caused her knees to fold, 
dumping her with a rude slap into a sitting position. 
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"Frakt"' Gally pulled herself up and took the next step, before she had time to think about ft. Her 
next landing was more of a stagger, but she avoided an outright collapse. Only one more to go, and 
this one would put her on solid ground... 


This time, she concentrated on landing correctly, and managed to absorb the impact so she could walk 
evenly up to join the waiting Freya. 


"Nice landing, Gally,'' Freya commented mildly. "Now, if you can just keep from sitting down for a 
few centars..."' 


Gally felt her cheeks growing hot, but she pressed her lips firmly together and fell into line be- 
hind Freya. They worked their way through the underbrush and came out on a well-defined trail, 
where the vegetation had been worn back to uniform grey rock. ‘ 


Diana paced along the trail, her head flung back so red curls tumbled down her back as she gazed 
up into the leafy branches partially overhanging the trail. As Gally stepped out onto the trail, 
Diana turned and raised an inquiring eyebrow toward Morgan. 


The tall man nodded thoughtfully, and Diana motioned the rest of the group to close around her. 
‘We'll count off,"' she said, pointing to Morgan, who obligingly said, "One."' Gally was five; she 
hoped that didn't mean she'd miss all the action. 


‘When they come down this path, they're marching in single file,"' Diana said quietly but clearly. 
‘We're going to be in the trees overhead; when | signal, you jump the Cylon in the position you 
called off." 


Using hand signs, Diana assigned each of them to specific trees. Having watched Baleron jump easily 
onto a branch, Gally imitated his movements and found herself with a faceful of leaves, standing in 
the crotch of a gently swaying tree. She gingerly beat back the orangery and twisted around unti] 
she could see the trail, the other occupied trees, and especially the flash of red hair that located 
her Captain. 


After a while, Gally began to notice that this miniature forest supported insects as well] as leaves. 
After a longer while, she noticed that the insects were not discouraged by the alien taste of her 
blood. Since she clutched in one hand the electromagnetic disc that was a guaranteed Cylon stun- 
ner, and since the other hand clung to the tree trunk, scratching was out of the question. Be- 
sides, Warriors weren't supposed to itch, anyway, Gally reminded herself. She shifted restlessly, 
trying to achieve the stoic frame of mind of a proper Colonial Warrior, and to ignore as well a 
small cramp in her leg. 


Stoicism was a futile and overrated philosophy, Gally decided. She attempted to ease her itches by 
rubbing up against the bark. The part of her anatomy that had absorbed the impact of that first 
fall began to actively hurt. Her stomach emitted a small growl, setting her to thinking wistfully 
about lunch; she hastIily gobbled down a nutrient stick, terrified lest the Cylons come while she was 
eating. | 


The Cylons obligingly didn't come. And didn't come. Gally began to wonder if perhaps, just this 
once, the flawless Captain had made a mistake. Maybe that was a game trail below them; maybe the 
Cylons had already come and gone for the day; maybe they'd be stuck in these trees for the rest of 
the day, and a night, and another day. Gally closed her eyes and prayed. 


Fortunately, the Cylons made small metallic thumps as they marched along the trail. With her eyes 
closed, Gally had evidently missed Diana's signal; when the meaning of those odd little thumps 
penetrated, she opened her eyes to see the others attacking. One lone Cylon, presumably Number 
Five, was trying to aim its weapon at a madly rolling mixture of Cylons and humans. 


Gally promptly jumped into action, striking with both feet at the Cylon's midsection, which sent it 
tumbling backwards. Gally hit the bare rock of the trail only centimetres from the fallen Cylon, 
landing squarely on her already tender seat. 


Bravely ignoring the pain, she slapped the electromagnetic gizmo on the Cylon's chest, then twisted 
around, using the recumbent Cylon for a prop, so she was on her knees. She peered hopefully into 
the dark helmet, noting with satisfaction that the normally pendular red light was now fixed. Even 
as she watched, the glow lessened and reluctantly went out. 


Gally glanced around. To her right, Baleron efficiently pried open his downed Cylon's armour. To 
her left, Arion, having already bent back the chest plate, was energetically yanking out components 
and tossing them into the underbrush. Beyond, she could see the others busily tearing and strip- 
ping their victims. 
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Gally got out her own Cylon-opener and began applying it to the metal seams. With a high-pitched 
ripping sound, the Cylon armour began to part, and In a short time Gally was adding her share to the 
electronic litter alongside the trail. 


Once they'd cleared sufficient room inside, each of them was to fit themselves [nto the armour. 
Gally used another of Major Jason's nifty gadgets -- a sonic welder -- to re-seal Baleron's seams, 
then passed him the tool so he could return the favour. 


The rectangular view-slit narrowed the world around her to those things directly tn front of her. 
She began to realise they might have more advantages than they thought; the Cylon view of things was 
literally limited. She saw a shuffling line of "Cylons" forming. There were three tn front of her; 
where were the others? 


She swivelled on one foot <-- it was easier to turn the whole body than to move just the head -- and 
leaned forward so she had a view of the ground as she turned. The side of the trall was decorated 
with small piles of bright red, yellow, and blue connectors and chips; the interior of the Cylons 
was as colourful as the outside was drab. 


Three-quarters of the way into her turn, she saw Arion, not yet In armour, bending over the covered 
sled. He'd stripped the cover back and was poking at the neatly cut grey bars piled on the surface. 
She saw him rub his tiny moustache, a sure sign his raging curtosity was unappeased. He shrugged, 
replaced the cover, and turned to his Cylon suit, where Freya stood waiting to seal him tn. 


Gally was sure It was Freya, even though all] the suits were identical, because this Cylon had one 
arm at an acute angle to its body, and was ominously tapping its right foot. 


As soon as Arion was sealed up, they formed a straight Itne along the trail, facing the side. One 
Cylon stepped smartly out, gave them a quick review, and then started a brisk march down the trail. 
Each of them followed, Gally bringing up the rear and marvelling that the Captain could make even 
the clumsy Cylon armour reflect her crisp air of command. 


Gally'd actually taken several paces when she remembered the sled. In sudden horror, she swung 
around, jolted clumsily back, and sent the heavy metal suit bending perftlously forward. The long 
arm stretched out, the stiff fingers closed around the tow rope, and she had It. She straightened 
slowly, relieved that there were no audible creaks, swung herself back in the opposite direction -- 
nearly unbalancing herself when the sled jerked after her -- and plunged down the trail after the 
disappearing line of fellow pseudo-Cylons. 


(To be continued.) 
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"Time Passage"’ 


(By Honore Bryte) 


For once, a long stint In the celestial observation chamber brought no great sense of peace or sat- 
isfaction to Captain Apollo. The sad disquiet remained, perhaps Intensified by the distant gleam of 
the cosmos. Sensitive fingers glided over controls in the ancient dome, covering the transparent 
panels with stronger, radiation-protective metal, then taking a last run over the lower communica- 
tion bands, on the off chance there might be a signal. The channels were silent. The stars were 
blotted out by the cover. Apollo sighed, for some unknown reason dissatisfied by the past few cen- 
tars. He had no reason to stay, but felt no destfre to leave. 


The clanging hatchway behind him, and the sudden noise of the engines beneath the dome, drew his at- 
tention. He turned his head to see a woman climb into the dome, drop the hatch, and pull off her 
protective headgear. She smiled at him, waiting for the echoing remnants of the engine sounds to 
fade away before speaking. 


"HT, Apollo. | thought I'd find you here."" Sheba glanced upward. "Tired of the stars? ! never - 
thought I'd see the day!'' 


He smiled. "No, I'll never tire of them. It's Just that, after a few centars here, a man needs to 
look at something else."' 


"WITT FE do?! 
‘Sure,'' he replied with a laugh. ‘What minor irritation are you bringing to my attention today?" 


Her hand barely touched his as she flipped a switch to uncover the dome again. The metal panels 
withdrew, showing the stars, very little changed from a few centons before. 


"They're so beautiful,"’ she murmured, not answering his question. 


The light touch disturbed Apollo. He let his hand drop to his side. Sheba glanced at him before 
resuming her study of the visible heavens. 


He cocked his head, watching her profile quizzically. After a moment, her attention drifted back to 
him. She smiled, then leaned against the control panel. 


“Il just got back from patrol, so | thought I'd drop by and see If you were up to anything, or felt 
like being up to anything.'' She shrugged. ''l feel like a third whee! with Cassie and Starbuck. 
They obviously have better things on their minds." 


‘lt know the feeling,'’ he commented wryly. ''l've known Starbuck a long time, and there've been plen- 
ty of times I've suddenly found urgent business elsewhere." 


"Like coming here alone?" 
He nodded, eyes turned starward. After a few more moments of silence, Sheba moved behind him. 


‘Don't you get a stiff neck this way?" Before he could reply, her fingers were stroking his neck, 
massaging gently, then more firmly. 


"Umm, that does feel good,'' he said with a touch of astonishment. ‘Il didn't realise 1 was getting 
sore muscles." 


"You won't have them for long.'! 


Not if you keep that up. But you still haven't said what you want to do." He leaned back to smile 
up at her. She blinked hastily. Apollo realised with amazement that she was hiding tears, and his 
sense of uneasiness returned. He caught her hands. ‘What's wrong?" he asked in concern, still gaz- 
ing up at her. 


'! was just thinking, about a lot of things, some things | hadn't remembered in a long time, and | 
didn't feel like being alone any more.'! 
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"Your father?" 

‘Today would've been his birthday. I'd forgotten how much I miss him. It's been so long since..." 
"And you feel disloyal for it? Forgetting, 1 mean? And not being there with him, on the PEGASUS?" 
That, too. It's his birthday. We had some wonderful times on birthdays, and we always did special 
things for his. He'd come home, and Mother and Father and | would go places together. When Mother 
died, we'd still get together, go to our favourite places, take long walks, and he'd tel! me how he 
was keeping a place for me on his ship. And he did. And then there was Casstopeia..." 

She glanced down at Apollo, not really seeing him, following the memories. 


He finished her thought. "And you feel a little guilty because it could've been three of you again, 
and you didn't want it to be?" 


She nodded, looking out at the stars. ‘Just when | was glad to see him happy again, we both lost 
him,'' she said simply. 


"He may still be alive somewhere out there.'"' Apollo released her hand to gesture toward the dome's 
clear walls. "You know your father. He isn't easy to kill." 


Sheba sighed. ''Who knows?!! 

Her hands still rested on his shoulders; Apollo felt vaguely uncomfortable. ''Sheba?'' 
"Yes?" she whispered. 

"tt's more than Just your father bothering you today, isn't it? Care to talk about it?" 


She seemed uncertain, and walked quietly around the chair, facing away from him. Apollo stepped 
down at her side, continuing to study her face and its passing emotions. 


"'Time,'' she said softly. ''The way time's passing. What we're doing with it, where we're going. A 
lot of things, all tied up with time, and my father." 


‘What does your father have to do with time?" 

"It'm not really sure. | can't help but feel time slipping away, taking my life with it. Somehow, 
it's like Father. | looked away, just once, and | wasn't a little girl any more, ! was a Warrior. 
Then ! looked away again, and everything's gone. Everything. Mother, Molukal, the Colonies, the 
PEGASUS, Father. It's all gone, and I'm lost and alone." 

You're not lost, not while the Fleet survives."' 


She shrugged. 


"We've done our best to make you weleqme. My father's pleased to have you here; he treats you like 
a daughter. What more can we do?'! 


She looked up at him, and Apollo saw tormented unhappiness in her eyes, and unshed tears. Dis- 
tressed, he took her face in his hands. "Is it me? Is it something I've done?" 


She pulled away, laughing softly, sadly, almost bitterly. '"'No, no, it's not that, not you. Working 
with you has never been a problem. It's more personal than that.'' 


"What Is it? Can you talk to me about it?" 

"lL tried talking to Cassie. She said ! should talk to you." 

He waited expectantly, not quite sure what he expected to hear. Sheba turned to him, took a deep 
breath, then threw her arms around his neck and pulled his mouth to hers, lips molding together in a 
long kiss. 

After a muffled murmur of shock and a moment's indecision, Apollo pulled away. Sheba let her hands 
free at his insistent tug, then turned away, grabbing her headgear with one hand and reaching for 
the hatchway door with the other. 


With a muttered expletive, Apollo grabbed her arm and pulled her back. They stared at each other 
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silently for long centons, her blue eyes pleading, guilty, tearful, his green eyes demanding an ex~ 
planation. 


"So that's it," he finally said. 'l should've expected it. I've seen [t coming long enough.'' 
‘Then why didn't you do something, say something?" she cried. 
‘What should | say? What should | do? 1 don't love you, Sheba." 


She pulled free as If struck. ''l know that! I!'ve always known that! {'m not asking for your love, 
if you can't give it." 


‘Sheba,'’ he sald softly, pulling her close again, "we're friends. 1! hoped that would be enough, for 
now, at least.’ 


‘And because we're friends, we can never be anything more to each other? Starbuck and Cassie..." 
She looked like she could suddenly have swallowed her tongue. ‘''They may never seal, they may never 
mean anything more to each other than they do now, but she loves him, and their relationship..." 


‘And you want that with me? 1!'m not Starbuck, Sheba. | can't just..." 

‘What do t have to do? Get down on my knees and beg you to touch me, care for me, want me?'' She 
followed her words with action, dropping to her knees before him. "Apollo, | love you. Let me know 
what it means to know your love, feel your touch In the night, be the one you turn to. Please..." 

Cursing again, Apollo threw himself to his knees beside her and clamped a hand over her mouth. 
''No!'"' he said abruptly, as she stared mutely at him. ‘''Cain's daughter should never have to beg for 
anything!" 

Not even from Adama's son?" she asked softly when he lowered his hand. 

''Not even from him.'' Apollo leaned back against the base of the control panel, still] on his knees. 


"So that's what It comes to, in the end. Cain's daughter and Adama's son, not two people who'd 
really just like to stay alive and be left alone tn peace." 


Sheba's voice was equally soft. ‘It'd be better if we were like Cassie and Starbuck, free to take 
what comes, what life gives. We'd be free then to do and be what we want.'! 


‘Instead, we remain our fathers' children, duty-bound as Warriors, honour-bound not to betray our 
families and our pasts. | don't know if it would make a difference if we were other than what we 
are. Even Starbuck and Cassiopeia are bound by responsibilities..." 


"Apollo, # get so lonely sometimes,'' Sheba whispered, leaning against his shoulder. ‘I don't know 
who to turn to...'! 


"So you've come to me. Why? Just for me? Or Is It because I'm Adama's son, Flight Commander, the 
one your father would expect for you? How do | know?!! 


'T don't even know! How can | te!l you? We're the perfect match, you know. Maybe we'll never know 
what we might feel for each other in different circumstances." 


Somberly, Apollo watched the stars. He said nothing. 


“Why can't we try? Why can't we see if we can find something in each other beyond our heritage?" 
she asked desperately, trying to kiss him again. 


"That's not the answer,'' he protested. 'We may both hate ourselves..." 
"At least, we'll know!" 


‘We still have to work together! We can't do that if we're ashamed to look at each other, or hate 
each other because of one night.! 


"And maybe it won't make any difference In anything, maybe we'll still be the same. Apollo, please, 
| love you. I want a chance to show you, to prove it to you. Maybe we can both learn from it. We 
don't have to be lovers, [tf you won't have me that way, but at least..." 


He caught her hands, but had to blink tears from his own eyes before he could look at her. ‘I'm not 
sure,'' he whispered, trying not to look into her eyes, begging him not to say ''no.' 
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‘"} am.'' She Tet one hand stroke his arm, cur! around his neck, her fingers playing lightly through 
his hair. 


"| have to think...!' 

Sheba rested her cheek on his shoulder, watching Apollo as he gazed at the stars. 

Apollo thought back to the few days he'd had with Serina at his side. He'd learned to live again 
without her, but now, with Sheba so vulnerable in his arms, he wondered if he remembered how to 


love. Or if he dared... 


"Apollo?" Sheba kissed him gently, with none of the passionate loneliness of before. 





He looked down at her, his eyes still filled with an image of the stars. ''Time,'' he murmured dis- 
tantly. "Slipping away from both of us, leaving us nowhere and nothing. A Flight Commander with no 
command over himself, a daughter with no father to stand by. For all we are, what do we really 
have?" 

Sheba couldn't stand the lost look In his eyes. She turned away. Could she share that with him? 


"Shared duty, separate griefs, no time or place for love any more. All gone, slipped away, and | 
don't know if | have it in me to reclaim them. Help me, Sheba, before | forget what it was like..." 


"I'm sorry,'' she whispered. ''! didn't want to hurt you like this, to open old wounds. | was...am 
...S0 lonely..." 


"So am I. ! wonder if there's time...'' Apollo still seemed lost somewhere within himself. 
“?'TT try, Apollo, and | won't push it, if you don't want my love, or me." 
He hugged her, sighing, then finally finding a smile. ‘We'll see, Sheba, we'll see." 


They watched the stars in trembling silence, strained smiles hiding what they couldn't say -- what 
they might never be able to say -- to each other. 
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"Thorn! 


(By Sharon Monroe) 


"Good thing I'm due on patrol,'' Alexandra said in disgust, staring at Freya's winning hand. "I've 
been losing al] night!'' 


'Who are you covering for this time?" somebody asked. 
Myself!’ she retorted. 


"For a change,'' laughed Corbin. It was a running joke that Alexandra, with her knack for creating 
trouble, spent more time covering her squadmates' patrols than her own. 


"Who's dealing?" Freya asked. 


The card game continued as Alexandra skipped out of the ready room and headed for the launch bay. 
She was in a good mood, despite the losing cards. 


In the launch bay, she hopped easily into her Viper and looked over to her wingman. Lieutenant 
Gregory gave her a thumbs-up signal and sealed his cockpit. She rapidly did the same. 


'Viper craft cleared for launching,'' came Shandar's voice next to her ear. She touched her control 
stick, and fell back against her seat as the Viper hurtled down the launch tube. Then she was be- 


side Gregory in dark space ahead of the OSIRIS. Alexandra didn't realise she was humming a dis- 
tracted tune. 


You're In a good mood today,'"' Gregory commented cheerfully. 

"Shouldn't | be?" 

oy understand you just lost a long string of pyramid." 

"Don't remind me!" 

Gregory laughed. Their usual round of chatter did little more than amuse Shandar as he monitored 
them from the bridge, but it put them both in the proper frame of mind. Then Lieutenant Gregory and 
Flight Sergeant Alexandra could get down to business. 

“Anything on your scanner?" 

"Negative, Lieutenant." 

"Quit calling me names!"' 


It was over a centar before anything interesting presented itself. 


"Hmmn,'' Gregory's voice cut in. '"'Dibs on that star system dead ahead. Looks like it could have us- 
able planets." 


"Lead the way, sir.'' 

"I'm gonna get you for that!" 

They skimmed easily through the system. ‘''Standard yellow star, five planets, two within our range 
of habitation... Life form readings from the second one, but the third planet appears to be locked 
in a rather severe ice age.'' Gregory kept up a running monologue from his scanner. Alexandra busi- 
ly transmitted that information to the OSIRIS. 


Gregory ended his rambling with a definite instruction to his wingmate. ''Let's investigate that in- 
ner planet." 


"Going down,'' Alexandra replied. 


The two Vipers dropped quickly into atmosphere and were soon flying over a mildly fertile world with 
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a wide variety of animal forms, none of them large. Their landing was uneventful. 


Alexandra teok life readings on the animal species, while Gregory began his favourite occupation -- 
digging up plants for both the offictal Bio-labs and his own personal conservatory. 


"Hey, look at that!" Alexandra called to him. 

‘What is it?" the young man replied, looking up. 

"Oh, it's gone now. But ! thought | saw a dragon.'' 

"Huh? You sure? A dragon?" 

"A little one, flying, like the Captain's dragon does. But ! think it was orange."' 


"An orange dragon? If it's anything like Draco, keep it out of my quarters!'’ He returned to his 
grubbing. 


Gregory grew some rather exotic herbs tn his quarters. Draco, Captain Diana's little violet dragon, 
kept discovering new ways to get at those herbs for lunch. Fortunately, Gregory liked animals al- 
most as well as plants, or Gregory would've given the little dragon the boot. Gregory also re- 
spected Draco's fire-breathing ability. 


In a short while, they were ready to leave the planet. There was really very little of interest to 
bring them back. No large mineral or tylium deposits, no lush food crops, no large meat-type ani- 
mals or exotic creatures for the labs. The OSIRIS probably wouldn't bother with a survey party. 
Back aboard the battlestar, Gregory hurried off to the Bio-labs. Alexandra headed back to the ready 
room for a last hand or two of pyramid before retiring. She met Hyperion and Doria, both heading on 
duty, and stopped to say hello. 

‘Alexandra, what's that on your boot?" Doria asked. 


Alexandra looked down. Something brown-and-tan coloured encircled her ankle. As she watched, it 
began to move. I don't know..." she began. 


"Hyperion, let's get her to the lab!!! 
1 
Between the tall Engineer and his petite but stubborn wife, Alex was whisked off to the zoo. 


"So what is it?! she asked a centar later when Radagast and Doria finished a cursory examination of 
the snake-like beast. 


“Looks like a snake, but the internal structure has some peculiar variations,'' said Radagast, frown- 
ing slightly. 


'‘Boesn't appear to be dangerous,'' Doria contributed. "No venom pits. Too small to be dangerous as 
a constrictor, at least on our size scale.'' 


Alexandra was plainly forgotten. She shrugged and headed for the door. 


“Have fun with it!" she called back. They were so engrossed in preparing a new series of tests for 
the creature, they didn't notice her departure. 


The young technician assisting Radagast and Dorta watched Alexandra leave, and caught her last re- 
mark. He began to grin widely. He would certainly have fun with it! 


" kek RR 


Lucas made a stop at the zoo when no one else was around. Radagast had transferred the snake- 
creature to a "natural habitat'' enclosure, and that was his goal. 


His next stop was Alexandra's quarters. With a handy override code for the lock, he was able to 
Slip in and out with no problem. A peculiar grin illuminating his face, the young man stationed 
himself down the hall, waiting for the excitement. 


It was a somewhat annoyed Alexandra who returned to her quarters only centons later. Continued 
wisecracks about her new business of snake-smuggling had gotten to her after that long patrol. In 
total disgust, she'd abandoned the pilots’ lounge, despite the fact that she was winning for a 
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change. All she wanted was a good night's sleep. 
Several centons after a definitive click ended her day and locked her door, a shriek resounded from 
the Warrior's quarters, followed closely by a noticeably feminine form in a blue nightgown springing 
through the door and rebounding from the far wall. 


This was what Lucas had waited for. Playing knight-errant, he dashed down the hall to her aid. 
"Alexandra! What's wrong?" 


She gave him a dirty look, deduced from his angelic smile that he was responsible, and prepared a 
tirade. 


The thought then occurred to her that she was in plain sight in a very public corridor in a nearly- 
transparent nightgown, facing a smirking young man with a warped sense of humour. Several muttered 
curses were all Lucas heard as she vanished behind the door he could have cpened if he'd wanted to. 
Baleron and Corbin happened to have observed, but not heard, the Incident. They weren't sure what 
to make of it, though Lucas's silly grin when he saw them, and the way he took off down the corri- 
dor, gave them some ideas. 

‘Well, what'a'ya think about that?"' Corbin guffawed. 

Baleron's attempt to hold a straight face failed. 


Safe behind a locked door once more, Alexandra studied the small snake coiled on her pillow. 


'Creature,'' she muttered, "I'm getting your stripes for this!'' Illogical, as the creature had no 
stripes. 


The snake was returned to the zoo. But It didn't seem to want to stay there. Over the next few 
days, it found itself in Alexandra's quarters three times, until the woman made it standard pro- 
cedure to thoroughly check her bunk before retiring. 


What was more difficult to deal with was the scuttlebutt concerning a Purple Squadron pilot anda 
certain blond Biotech. Alexandra didn't know who to suspect first. She decided to try Lucas. 


"All right, Lucas, what's the idea?" she asked, sliding into the chalr opposite him at breakfast. 
They were alone in a corner of the hall, which didn't help the rumour mill. 


“About what?" he grinned. 


She glared. 


He grinned wider. ''l understand there's a snake who's developed an affinity for you,'' he remarked 
casually. 


“Lucas, [ff that thing shows up in my quarters one more time, there won't be room in this galaxy for 
the both of us." 


"Tsk, tsk. Don't know what you're talking about.'’ 


"Everybody else does. It's no longer funny. I'll admit it's ingenfous, but if you quit now, we're 
even. Cease and desist with the snake before | decide | owe you. Then, you'!l! see trouble!" 


Lucas merely smiled. ‘Can | buy you a drink?" he asked, changing the subject. 


Alexandra struggled to control her temper. Staring at the grinning youth who was so contentedly en- 
jJoying her anger, she finally forced herself to smile. ‘All right, kid, go fetch some ambrosia.'' 


"And later?" 

"Go!!! 

"Right!" 

A truce was arranged, and peace declared. 


The peace was broken two days later when Alexandra stalked into Lucas's quarters (despite the lock), 
absolute fury on her features. 


"! won't waste time. That thing's fin my quarters again." 
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Lucas stared, not even rising from his bunk, where he'd been enjoying a very pleasant dream. He 
shock the sleep and hair from his dazed blue eyes, staring up Into her furious brown ones. "Huh?" 


''t said," she shouted, very close to his ear, ''the snake is In my room again. I've begun to wonder 
who the biggest snake is on this ship!"' 


‘What? I didn't put it there.'' He was beginning to make sense of the world. 

"Then who did?" 

"I don't know. Will ya let a guy get some sleep?" 

"The way I've been sleeping lately, ! don't care if you get your beauty rest or not!!! 
"Get out of my quarters! Haven't we got enough people talking about us?" 

"Because of your stupid stunt!"' 


"This isn't helping." He struggled to sit up. "If 1! swear | had nothing to do with it, this time, 
will you believe me? And leave?!’ 


It was his barely-awake exasperation that finally convinced her. ‘''So who left the present on my 
pillow?" 


"I said | don't know, and ! don't. Good night!" 


Lucas determinedly rolled over and pulled the blanket over his head. Alexandra had no choice but to 
leave. 


Questioning brought no answers. No one would admit to knowing anything about the snake [n her quar- 
ters. Alexandra was beginning to feel paranoid. Who was providing transport for the snake? She 
gave up trying to return it to the zoo; it simply returned to her quarters, almost faster than she 
did. After a secton, she was used to its presence. 


Then one day, returning from a patrol, Alexandra got the distinct impression something was wrong 
with her little roommate. "Snake, what's wrong with you?" 


The creature was lying very still, coiled on her bunk, and for a micron she thought it was dead. 
Then the tongue flicked out once, Jlistlessly. Closer examination showed the brilliant tan diamond 
pattern on its back had faded to almost colourlessness. Without looking further, Alexandra gathered 
the tiny snake into her hand. lt didn't even try to coil around her wrist, but merely lay on her 
palm, tail swinging loose. 


Alexandra took off for the zoo. Somebody there ought to know what to do for a sick snake! 


The zoo was in a state best described as chaos. One of the young dire wolves -- Flicka, naturally 
-- had escaped her habitat and was attempting to romp out of the room. Doria was trying to control 
the rapidly growing pup; Flicka obviously thought she was playing. The sight of the very petite 
Doria trying to convince the large Flicka to heel was hilarious. 


"This may not be the best time to ask, Doria, but | need a favour,'' Alexandra began. 
"Sure, if you help me with this monster first. Easy, Flicka! Why can't you be more obedient?" 


Alexandra settled the snake out of the way, then lent a hand in trying to corral the dire wolf. 
After a few more techs joined the battle -- and after Flicka used up some of her energy and tired of 
the game -- the large animal meekly returned to her habitat. 


All this time, the snake was losing more of its colour, and the impression of unease worked its way 
farther into Alexandra's consciousness. Finally returning to her pet, she found it tightly coiled 
into an almost white ball. Her instinctive reaction was to lift the snake to see if it was still 
alive. 


The snake's instinctive reaction was to bite -- deeply -- into her palm. 
"Ouch !"' 
She vaguely heard Doria call to her. "Hey, Alex, are you all right? You're getting pale...'' 


That was all she remembered. 
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There was a sensation of falling, dropping through a golden haze of nothingness. She finally 
stopped, hitting something soft and comfortable. A warm, sweet wind blew over her from somewhere 
she couldn't see. Curving golden walls stretched away from her, into Infinity. 


“It is a nice place you have for a home. I am glad you live. The venom is our greatest protection 
during the change, but I did not intend..." 


Alexandra felt confused. Where was she? Whose voice was running through her mind? 

“You may call me what you please. JI will know when it is you." 

Huh? 

"I like it here. This will be a very nice hom...” 

"Who in Hades is talking? Where are you? Where am I, for that matter? 1 don't see anybody...'' 
Faceted, rusty-coloured eyes burned into her mind. A golden-orange creature took form from the sur- 
rounding goldness. A long slender body, until It suddenly shook Itself, and nearly transparent sun- 
beam wings spread from the body, expanding to encircle her... 


Oh, Lords, that's too big for a battlestar... 


"I seem larger than I am. Your mind is in mine. I must apologise for that. We have not dealt with 
your kind before. I like you. I did not intend...” 


I'm hearing things... 


Laughter filtered through the linkage. "That is true!” Then, "You will see me soon. I must thank 
you for bringing me with you. I will see so much more than on my world...” 


| don't understand... 


“You will know me when you see me." 


The golden fog enveloped her again. She thought she heard a voice In the fog, the touch of a famil- 
iar thought. 
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Alexandra blinked once, feeling herself waking from a long, interesting sleep. She sat up, feeling 
quite rested. ''Hey, where am 1?!' 


Or. Senbi regarded her with some astonishment. 'Do you feel all right? You're in Life Centre." 
‘| can see that. Why? Where...?" She tried to get out of bed. 

"Stay right where you are, young lady! Ten centons ago, you were dying of a poison we couldn't even 
begin to analyse. Your life readings were so low we had to look twice. Now, you want to jump out 
of bed and go as Tf nothing happened. Not until you've been thoroughly examined!" 

"But | feel fine!" | 

"t' ll be the judge of that. Phoebe, take care of the lady. Make sure she stays in bed." 

“But...''  Senbi strode away with a determined gait. ''Phoebe, what happened?"' 

The young med tech settled at her bedside. 'We got a call from a tech at the zoo, screaming you 
were dead. You were talking to Doria, and you just keeled over. Lucky they brought you right here. 
Senbi thought first maybe that snake bit you, but ft seems to be in a dormant stage, so they're 
keeping it under observation at the zoo. You almost died!’ 


‘But | feel finel' Alexandra responded impatiently. 


Phoebe looked skeptical. "Well, you'll be here for a few days, anyway, so you may as well accept 
ie ig 


Alexandra watched as the med tech flounced away. Then she stuck her tongue out, and buried her face 
in the pillow. 
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Two days later, Alexandra was released from Life Centre. Lucas, the Blosurvey tech who'd caused her 
so much trouble, was there to see her home, much to her chagrin. 


‘Really, Lucas, !'m quite all right. Senbi said so,'' she told him, trying to get rid of the man be- 
fore taking a map. She did feel a little tired. 


‘Now, Alexandra, you don't want to be alone {ff you have a relapse, do you?'' How could such a devi- 
ous person look so innocent? 


Alexandra had a feeling she was being watched. As Lucas rambled on, trying to be witty, she scanned 
the room... 


-»-And suddenly laughed out loud. Appearing above Lucas's head was a brilliant orange-and-gold fly- 
ea hoa! with a long, thin, remarkably snake-like body. Her mirth echoed playfully back to 
Lucas smiled in satisfaction. "See? You really do need me." 

“Lucas, get out." 

"What?" 

"Get out." 

She finally got him out of her quarters.. 

‘Well, well," she said, strolling back to her bunk. ‘You are here. But what are you?" 

The snake, no more than six inches long, fluttered In front of her face. It gave her no response. 
How'd you get in here, then?" 

“Plew in with Lucas. He could not see me." 

“Couldn't see you?" 

“You need not talk aloud to communicate with me." 

‘'l'm more comfortable this way. What do you mean, couldn't see you?" 

Wicked laughter was the only response. 

"All right, how come I can see you?" 

“Your body knows my chemistry. The venom does that. You will always see me." 

“Hmmm. '' 

"I like it." 

"Like what?" 

"The name. Tell Lucas..." 

Alexandra grinned. 
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Alexandra strolled casually into the lounge. Lucas deserved this. She wandered over to his table. 
"Hi, Lucas." 


An orange flash appeared momentarily on her wrist. Lucas choked on his ale. 
"I think you know Thorn. | named him after you. Thorn, as in my side. Like him?" 


Lucas was still sputtering. The orange creature vanished from his sight. No one else had noticed 
the exchange. Alexandra wandered over to the nearest pyramid game. 


"Who's dealing?" Corbin asked as she sat down. 


"Toam,"' Freya said. ‘Hi, Alex. Good to see you back again. Pass the cards." 
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“Guardian Angels" 


(By Doris Fishbein) 


Adama watched Apollo sleep in the tife pod. His son had nearly died in the’ throes of whatever 
ritual he'd been attempting alone in his quarters. Now that his survival was assured, Adama's 
reactions were mixed. 


First of all, the only place Apollo could have obtained those secrets was from his own collection of 
books and papers. Those writings were private and secret. lt angered the Commander that he had to 
fear his own son stealing from him like a thief. 


With that stolen information, Apollo had, completely untrained and Ignorant of what he was doing, 
attempted a seance. Alone and unanchored in whatever maelstrom he'd thrown himself, Apollo had lost 
himself, almost forever. All he would say about the lost time was that he'd found Diana, and she 
was stitl alive. If it wasn't just a figment of his dreams, Adama was glad of the knowledge, but it 
wasn't worth Apollo's life. 


He had to remember, too, that his son was Flight Commander. He had behaved rashly and idiotically. 
A Flight Commander should be setting examples of good behaviour, not showing how to die uselessly. 


And what was to prevent Apollo from trying It again? That bothered Adama perhaps more than any- 


thing. What if he tried something else, something more dangerous? How could he keep Apollo safe 
from dangers he didn't know the depths of himself? And what If Apollo was fool enough to discuss 
the matter with the wrong people? There were still a lot of people who misunderstood the psychic 


sciences, who were superstitious enough to fear men and women who could use the skills. It took so 
much ability and discipline to control one's own mind, and most humans seemed incapable of what was 
necessary. 


Adama remembered an old man who'd once taught him. Maybe the old man still Ifved, somewhere in the 
Fleet. Maybe he would agree to teach Apollo. Apollo had the ability -- that was obvious -- but he 
lacked the training. 


But if his son wasn't interested? He would still take orders. The Commander was not going to en- 


dure another Cylon alert with a panicky sergeant reporting the Flight Commander was dead and trying 
to burn cut the ship. Not under any circumstances. 


He stopped by the bridge long enough to check the personnel files. Then he gave Tigh the helm.and 
caught the next shuttle to the Libran liner SUNSTORM. 


* * * * * 


In a smal! room aboard the SUNSTORM, two people delved through a stack of papers and manuscripts 
that would have astounded Adama. In the night of terror when the Cylons attacked, the old man and 
the young girl had somehow salvaged their precious research and source materials. The very young 
woman looked up first. 

Uncle Ovid, someone's looking for you.’ 

The old man "locked" at her intently. ‘What does he want?" 

"A favour, in the name of old friendship." 

‘We have few friends left. Go, Krysia, and bring him here, but carefully." 


She nodded, then vanished. 


Ovid sighed as he put away the ancient text he'd been studying. The girl, young as she was, far 
outstripped his meagre abilities. He'd been a teacher and founder of the mind experiments on both 
Caprica and Gemon. Neither had lasted long. Too few people understood what he was trying to do, 
and viewed him with suspicion. Since the Destruction, even those who knew him felt he should have 
been able to do something about it. They didn't realise he was only one old man. 


The blind man settled himself on a comfortable cushion to wait for his visitor. 


* % * * * 
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"Where might ! find a man named Ovid?'' Commander Adama asked. He could see the young crewman was 
surprised, but very eager to please. 


"That strange old guy? He's got a niche in the old baggage hold, him and his neice. They live 
alone. Shall | show you the way, sir?" 


“Not necessary, Minos. I'Il take the Commander to my uncle." 


Adama gazed at the slim and fragile-looking girl. Her features were pleasant, soft, and her hair 
was long, almost to her waist, of a rich auburn colour. 


"Who are you, child?'' he asked kindly. The sergeant smiled at her, then stalked off when she ig- 
nored him. 


"My name is Krysia, sir, and I'm twenty yahrens ‘old, hardly a child." 
"You look too young to be Ovid's niece." 
"He's my father's uncle. Ovid's raised me since | was five." 


Adama saw the slender woman glancing quickly and quietly about them as they turned a corner. Sud- 
denly she stopped and grabbed his arm. 


"! know what my uncle's told me about you, Adama. This won't disturb you like it might some 
people." 

With those words Adama found himself in a small room” lined with books and tapes, and an old man 
settled in the centre on a large round cushion. Adama was, to say the least, astounded. But he 


quickly recovered as he recognised his old teacher. 
"You've learned a lot, Ovid." 


The man nodded. Adama noticed the peculiar discolouration of his eyes as he took a place on a 
cushion near Ovid. 


"You're blind.'' It was a statement. Ovid nodded. 
"Yes, Adama. A legacy of the Destruction. What do you think of my girl's abilities?" 
"She's...quite talented. | didn't know teleportation was possible for more than one person." 


"Her mother and father were both students of mine. She inherited their abilities, and all the 
training | could give her. What is it you wished to see me about?" 


"i'm sorry | didn't come sooner. It's been a long time." 


Ovid shrugged. "You carry a heavy burden, many responsibilities. |! didn't expect ever to see you 
again. Perhaps it would have been better. Sut you came for a purpose. What is it?" 


Adama glanced at Krysia. Her head was buried in an ancient tome, but he knew she was absorbing 


everything the men said. 


"Can we speak alone?" 
"Krysia, close yourself off. Perhaps you'd better go to the next room." 


Somewhat reluctantly, she obeyed, leaving swiftly. Ovid looked back to Adama. ''What has Apollo 
done?" 


‘ls it so obvious?" 


"You forget how well | know you. You were one of my finest pupils and friends, though you didn't 
have the full range that Krysia has.'' 


"lt started several sectars ago. Apollo had a precognitive vision. He thought he was going insane, 
and hid it until he couldn't any longer. The vision saved us from a Cylon ambush. He has skill, 
obviously, and a very valuable talent, if it isn't wild. But he's afraid of it. 


"Then, just a secton ago, he...stole some information from my quarters, on certain rituals dealing 
with the dead. He tried to contact his wife's spirit. He didn't have any idea what he was getting 
into. He nearly died. 
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"1 suppose | should have come to you right at first, but Apollo seemed content. Now, I'm afraid of 
what he might do next. Lords know what's running through his mind. 1! don't want him to kill him- 
self, or do harm to anyone else accidentally. Ovid, you taught me so much during those experiments. 
What ! need now is a teacher for my son, someone to show him how to use these abilities, how not to 
be afraid to them. He needs to be trained and tested, as | was. Can you do it?" 


Ovid shifted, empty eyes still fixed on Adama's face. '! can't, Adama. !'m an old man. I've seen 
my best days; my skill is on the wane. People here are afraid of me, superstitious, and they leave 
me alone for the most part. If !t tried to train your son, they'd know what I was doing, and they'd 
set him apart. They wouldn't like it. Apollo couldn't take the separation such training would re- 
quire. He's Flight Commander; he wouldn't give that up to sit at my feet. Any teacher you seek for 
him will have to stand at his side, teaching him In his own time, as he learns to accept it. You 
know your son better than |, Adama. Isn't it true?'' 


Adama had to nod. Apollo might be unwilling to accept such training, might be angry at an intrusion 
into his mind. 


"But perhaps there is another way," Ovid continued. ''Krysia. She's of an age to join the Warriors. 
If she were at his side, she could teach him. She's the best pupil I've ever had, and she could do 
far more for him than | could." 


‘Don't you have any other pupils to teach Apollo? The girl may be good, but she reminds me of 
Serina. | know Apollo will see the resemblance. He wouldn't let her get close to him; he'd be too 
afraid of the pain that might occur." 


"She's the best | have.' 


‘Perhaps when he understood the purpose, but not right away... Isn't there anyone else who can open 
the door?" 


‘Adama, when our planets fell, | was in the midst of an experiment, testing psychic abilities. The 
night the Cylons attacked, we were at the University. With the first wave, we joined in an attempt 
to organise a counter-attack, or at least a defence. The Cylons swept through us like nothing. 
Most of my people died In the first centar. 1! lost my sight. 


- "But that wasn't the worst. When it was all over, and so many of us were dead, the rest tried to 
gather again, knowing we had to get off-planet or die. Do you know what some of the other survivors 
did? They'd seen some of our efforts. Because we failed, they accused us of not trying, or selling 
out to the Cylons. Human mobs completed what the Cylons began. Those who survived, still trying to 
salvage the human worth of our people, were killed by the animals the others had become. Some of us 
were hurt, couldn't even fight back. We split up, not knowing what else to do." Tears ran from the 


dead eyes at the awful memories. "We saw people beaten to death. Some were lynched; a few were 
left for the Cylons to find. Krysia and | survived, managing to stay together and save my life's 
work, | don’t know if any of the others survived. We haven't seen any of them since." 


Adama was silent for a moment. "Some of the cruelest deeds of war are committed by people afraid of 
differences, afraid of dying, afraid of losing their minds and bodies. They need to defeat some- 
thing, even if it's their own kind. | know what you mean, Ovid, | saw it myself. After the Cylons, 
ourselves, animals in human form, trying to survive. Krysia is all you have left?" 


"All but my research. If there's any legacy | can leave my people, it will have to be information 
they may some day be able to use, and brave enough to.wield without fear. If you believe Apollo has 
the abilities, and is worth teaching, Krysia will try to reach him. Will he accept her?!! 


Adama remembered the long days wondering if Apollo would live or die. He wouldn't go through it 
again, not for these reasons. His face hardened. ‘He will have to." 


* * te * * 


Apollo was not in a good mood. On top of everything he'd been through in the past sectar, there was 
another batch of green cadets to tend to. He didn't need it, not now. There were too many other 
things on his mind. 


serina, Sheba, Diana. The names ran like a litany. 

Serina, his wife, Boxey's mother, a Warrior. Dead now for just over a yahren, she was still in his 
thoughts. He couldn't forget her, not that he wanted to. He wanted to remember the love they'd 
shared, but it always led to the guilt that hit him every time he remembered her death. 


Sheba, another Warrior, always at his side. What he felt for her was friendship, and all she could 
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claim from it, but not the kind of love he knew she was seeking from him. Was ft guilt over Serina 
that made him so afraid to feel for her? Was he denying himself? 


Diana. Little sister, precious lover. He'd grown up with her, and love had grown up between them. 


He hadn't realised how closely he was still tied to her, after all the yahrens apart. Or was it 
just that he was clinging to her to avoid feeling and fearing for someone else? She was alive; she 
loved him, and he loved her. If they ever found each other again, what kind of relationship could 


they have? Could love truly survive so long apart? 


He shook his head, trying to concentrate on simulator runs he was preparing for the new cadets. He 
didn't see the Commander standing next to him, watching. 


"Ready for the run?" Adama asked quietly. 


Apollo looked up quickly, smiled, and nodded. ''Something simple. It's their first try, and some of 
these kids are pretty young." 


"So were you, once." 
‘| had a lot better training at the Academy than we're able to give them in the Fleet." 


"True, unfortunately.'' The Commander was silent again, as Apollo coded in the last commands. Sev- 
eral nervous giggles and murmurs of conversation drifted through the door. "Take care of them, 
Apollo. We need them." 


Apollo nodded gravely, then beckoned the cadets into the room. Adama slipped out, nodding a greet- 
ing to one of the young women. 


Krysia was in the second group that would take the run. While other cadets were desperately trying 
to remember what they'd been taught about Vipers, Krysia spent her time memorising the Captain's 
features and emanations. Without actually trespassing in his mind, she absorbed his gestures and 
emotions. He was a strong man, but not difficult to read, for one with her training. She caught 
the unsettling feeling that he wouldn't accept her, or what she had to offer. She'd have to try. 
The Commander seemed to feel it might some day be a matter of life and death for the young man. 


"Second run! C'mon, cadets, look lively!'' Apollo ordered. 


The second group of cadets did indeed look lively as they climbed into the Viper simulators -- not 


to mention nervous and fidgety. The first group settled back wearily, unhappy with themselves. 
Several had managed to shoot down their companions, one had misread his scanners completely and at- 
tacked an asteroid, and the Cylons had completed the task;: there were no ''survivors.'' Apollo des- 


perately hoped this second group would have a little more skill or luck, or he was going to send 
them all back to the classroom. 


He didn't find a lot to be cheerful about from this group, either. They did, however, last longer 
than the first group, ''killed'' more Cylons -- and one cadet actually survived to the end of the run. 
He was impressed, considering the earlier performance. 

"Well, cadets,'' he finally said after they'd all resumed their seats for the briefing, "I think you 
can see it takes a lot more than mere knowledge of what a Viper is to fly one. You'll be back here 
tomorrow. In the meantime, you'd better review some basic principles of flying. Dismissed.'"' 


As the dispirited group trudged toward the door, Apollo caught the arm of the one pilot who'd sur- 
vived the run. ‘''Cadet Krysia?" 


"Yes, sir?"' The short, slender woman looked up at him questioningly. 
"You did well in there. Ever have any flight experience before this?" 
"No, | just pick up on things quickly." 

"Are you planning on keeping that helmet on forever?" 


"Sorry, sir. | didn't realise we were being tested on removing our helmets.’ She pulled it off 
with a smile. 


Apollo stared, slightly stunned, a small grin frozen in place. ‘Uh, no, we don't test you on remov- 
ing your helmet. Keep up the good work." 


She saw the shock and knew what caused it. Still smiling, she nodded and dashed out the door, then 
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stopped. it was easy to detect Apollo's thoughts in the swirling patterns around her. 


Captain Apollo slumped against the nearest simulator. Lords!" he thought, ''she could Serina's 
sister! How can | stand to see her every day?" 
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He walked back to the computer console and began coding in the next day's assignments. "Will it do 
any good to think of her as Serina's sister? Or will it be better to leave her a complete stranger? 
| don't know... As long as she [sn't assigned to Blue Squadron, !|'11 be fine. Lords..." 


His fingers slipped. The simulators protested being told to self-destruct. He shook his head 
roughly, trying to shake her out of his mind. tt didn't do much good. He started again. 


Still standing outside the door, it was obvious to Krysia how shaken the Captain was. His thoughts 
intruded violently into her mind, almost overriding her ability to block him out. Didn't he realise 
he was broadcasting so strongly almost any sensitive could read him? No, he probably didn't. She 
almost ran down the hall, needing desperately to find a quiet, private place. 


In the sectons that followed, as the new group of cadets completed their simulator trials and began 
their first solo flights, Apollo found it no easier to endure Krysia's presence. Not only did she 
remind him of Serina, but she always seemed to be paying him very close, almost intense, attention. 
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It was the same when he had to deal with her personally. Finally, feeling backed into a corner, he 
tried ignoring her completely. 


It seemed to help. She sensed his outward attempt to ignore her wasn't helping much. Since he 
couldn't keep her out of his mind, she started staying out of his way. 


Starbuck never seemed to notice the resemblance between Serina and Krysia. He chided Apollo for ig- 
noring the best cadet in the class and tried to draw her out himself, but his attempts were met with 
smiling rebuffs. This only piqued his curiosity. Krysia decided Starbuck was a complication she 
didn't have time for, and refused to get involved with the free-wheeling Warrior. 


He might also be a complication Apollo didn't want. Or was she imagining Apollo kept an eye on her 
whenever Starbuck tried to make a move? 


Between Starbuck's charming smiles and Apollo's aloof awareness, Krysia walked a quiet path. She 
had too many memories from Libra to permit herself to open freely to other people; it was too pain- 
ful. She helped her uncle, honed her talents, and learned to be a Colonial Warrior. 


Sheba was perhaps the one who suffered most during those sectons. Apollo wouldn't talk to her about 
the “incident'’ or what was bothering him. He didn't talk to Starbuck, either. Sheba's attempts to 
draw him out of his shell had no effect. Apollo always seemed to be a million miles away. Then 
Sheba saw Krysia, saw the resemblance Starbuck missed. With a pang in her heart, she tried to step 
aside, and threw herself into combat with everything she had. 


* * * * * 


For a full centon, Apollo stared at the roster before him. Until now, assigning the new cadets had 
been easy. Of course, he could view them objectively, the students of the last few sectars, soon to 
be Warriors in the squadrons. The one he'd put off until last was Krysia. The secretive, smiling 
young woman looked so much like his dead wife... Did he want her in Blue Squadron? Not really. 
But could he force himself to assign her somewhere else? 


There would be no advantage to having her there to remind him of Serina every time he saw her. He 
had the uneasy feeling he would make excuses for her if necessary, and possibly take risks to pro- 
tect her. Remembering the surge of anger he felt the times he saw Starbuck ask her to accompany him 
te the RISING STAR, he felt uncomfortable. He was the only one who knew how close he'd come to tak- 
iny a swing at his closest friend. No, having Krysia around would only hurt his objectivity and de- 
termination as Flight Commander. With a bit of regret, he assigned her to Red Squadron. 


It was a relief when his father entered the room. At least, he could stop thinking about the haunt- 
ing girl, and the loving wife he'd lost. 


Adama smiled when he saw what Apollo was doing. "It looks like I'm just in time,'* he said. 
"Time for what?"' Apollo asked. The roster and assignment list still lay in front of him. 


"To talk to you about your assignments for the latest group of cadets,'' was the Commander's re- 
sponse. 


Apollo felt an unexpected stirring of uneasiness. His eyebrows lifted quizzically. 


"| realise this may not be any of my business, but there's a cadet I'm rather interested in. 
Apollo stared. His father interested in a cadet? In what way? 


"She's the only surviving relative of an old friend, and he asked that | put in a little request for 
her assignment. It's just a little thing, but he said it would mean a lot to him. He's an old man, 
and. @ ave 


"Well, it would be irregular, but switching one cadet wouldn't be any trouble. Who is she, and 
where does he want her?'' After the incident his father hadn't ever reminded him of, Apollo was 
rather eager to satisfy one little favour. 


"He said he'd be grateful if she was in your squadron, so he'd be confident she was in a good com- 
mand. Apparently, she's one of the younger cadets. Her name is Krysia.’’ 


Apollo froze. ''Krysia?" 


"Yes. Auburn hair, not very tall, rather quiet, from what Ovid tells me.'' 
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"1...know her. He...wants her in...Blue Squadron?" 


"For now, at least. We were close friends when we were young, and Ovid tells me he would feel she 
was safe under my son's command. He worries a great deal about his niece being a Warrior.’ 


"Well, it's rather irregular..." 


‘| can understand if she's already assigned somewhere else, but it means a lot to Ovid, and I'd ap- 
preciate it, too. I'm not sure I've had the opportunity to meet her, but she sounds like a very 
nice girl." 


"Yes, she fIs...'! 


"Of course, you're the man in charge of the squadrons. If you don't feel she belongs in 8lue Squad- 
ron, that's your responsibility." 


How could he refuse his father, even If Adama weren't the commander of the battlestar? He was cor- 
nered. “I'll look after her, make sure she's okay." 


"Thank you, son. I! appreciate it, and |! know her uncle will feel much better for it." 
After some other small talk, the Commander left. 


Very deliberately, Apollo keyed in the code to switch Cadet Krysia from Red Squadron to Blue. He 
sat back in his chair for a few moments, then quietly picked up the nearest throwable object and 
hurled it at the wall. With one muttered curse, he got up and stalked out of the room. For better 
or for worse, Krysia was in Blue Squadron, under his command. 


Starbuck's reaction to hearing the news was to welcome Krysia to the Blues, and to invite her to the 
pilots’ lounge for a drink. 


Somehow, Apollo kept his clenched fist at his side. 


* * * * % 


Apollo sat by himself in a corner of the lounge, moodily contemplating an untouched drink. He con- 
sidered the last few sectons. What in Hades was happening “2 him? The last few alerts, he hadn't 
been able to hit the broad side of a base star. His reflexes were off. He was preoccupied. Apollo 
knew Starbuck and Boomer were covering for him, and he also knew he'd be dead now if they hadn't 
been looking out for him. There'd been too many close calls. 


Starbuck put him through a test run on the simulator, to try and discover what was wrong; he checked 
out perfectly, as precise and skilled as he'd always been. But the micron he got in a real Viper, 
he flew like the greenest cadet. ; 


Should he resign his commission? Ask for a leave of absence? Apollo couldn't justify to himself 
his staying on as Flight Commander when he was performing on such a below-par level. He had no 
right to expect his people to protect his hide when their own lives were so often on the line. 


The sudden shrilling of an alarm interrupted his thoughts. Red alert! 


Apollo wondered briefly whether he should even answer the alert, but he ran with the rest of the 
pilots. 


bY * * * * 


The battle was fierce, more so than usual, and Apollo knew he wasn't flying well. He was careless, 
reckless; he had to prove he was still a competent pilot. 


So, although he cursed when he found himself cut off from his squadron, ft was no surprise. And 


when the four Cylon ships closed on him in a formation that presaged a pinwheel, he cursed even 
more, 


There was no one there to help him. He figured he was dead. His Viper rolled under a direct hit. 


Apollo had to run. The Raiders pursued, closing fast. 


(To be continued.) 
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"Starting Over" 


(By Joy Harrison and David Morgan) 


"Commander, you simply cannot continue to keep a good pilot off the active duty list without some 
valid reason. We need every decent pilot we've got." 


Commander Christopher stared out the viewport at the distant stars, wishing his second-in-command 
would at least wait until after breakfast before bringing minor administrative matters to his atten- 
tion. It wasn't as if this were an emergency. Sut, as usual, Arsenaux was right. ‘''l know, Colo- 
nel, ! know,'’ he sighed. ‘I'm just a little reluctant to entrust a Viper to a man who may still 
harbour some unconscious wish to destroy himself. Granted, we need al! our pilots -- but we also 
need ships for them to fly. We've no way to replace either.'' 


Arsenaux frowned. I¢ was true Captain Apollo had been badly hurt and...mentally unbalanced...when 
he first came aboard the OSIRIS, but the medical staff now pronounced him fit for duty. The Colonel 
was prompt to point this out. ‘'Look, sir, the man's a damn good Viper pilot, and your own medical 
staff reports he's fully recovered. There's no longer any danger he'll try to harm himself or...!! 


'l know that, too, Colonel. I've read the reports." 
“Then let him fly!" 
"We can't afford to risk a Viper, let alone a skilled pilot." 


Concealing his annoyance and frustration, the Executive Officer persisted. ''Then what about letting 
him fly with someone else? He's no use whatsoever like this.'' 


"Wouldn't he find that something of an insult? We'd be saying we don't trust him alone." 
"Isn't that exactly what you are saying?" 
Christopher didn't answer. 


‘'Look, sir, you've a request from the civilian survey leaders to explore an old star system in Beta 
Quadrant. Our long-range scans indicate only extremely primitive life forms on one planet, and Bio- 
survey wants to know why the evolutionary process is so late In starting. We'll be in shuttle range 
of the system for about ten days, and the mission will need two competent pilots.’ 


"Apollo and Captain Diana?" 
"Why not, sir? With Apollo as pilot, and Diana as co-pilot/navigator...'' 


"I could give you a lot of reasons why not, Colonel,’ Christopher replied, “but I'm sure you have 
arguments to counter them all. And since Apollo would never willingly endanger Oiana...'' He sighed 
in resignation. ''Very well, post the mission.' 


Arsenaux showed no sign of the relief he felt as he left the Commander's quarters. Christopher was 
a skilled diplomat, a perfect choice to command a research mission where half the crew was civilian 
-- damn touchy scientists! -- but purely as a Warrior... 


wkkk 


The shuttle skimmed the outer fringes of the target planet's atmosphere. The scanners showed noth- 
ing of major Interest, and Apollo decided on a second orbit to find a landing site. He went in low- 
er the second time. Another scanner check revealed primitive organisms in the water and soil, but 
nothing much larger than a microbe; the techs would have to dig for any Information they gathered. 


Apollo chose a landing site near a large body of open water and turned the shuttle in a wide arc, 
heading back to set down by the lake. 


Suddenly, a tremendous explosion shook the shuttle. A female tech screamed in terror as a piece of 
heavy equipment tore loose from its mounting, smashing through the seats and pinning one man against 
the bulkhead. Air pressure dropped abruptly, and everything not secured flew through the passenger 
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compartment as if caught in a gale. 


Apollo fought the controls of the wildly tumbling spacecraft, and Diana leaned across the instrument 
panel, adding her efforts to his as they struggled to bring the ship under some measure of control, 
to slow their speed enough for a reasonably safe landing. But the shuttle's stabilisation system 
was completely destroyed, her engines badly damaged. Despite her pilots’ efforts, the small space- 
craft tumbled from the sky and struck the ground -- hard. 
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Apollo didn't know how long he was unconscious. When he opened his eyes, it was dark. He heard 
faint moans all around him, and whimpers of fear from some of the techs. He unfastened his safety 
harness and struggled from his seat, his first concern the safety of Diana and their passengers. 


"Otana?" There was no answer. '"Dianal'' Apollo's voice was sharp with fear as he climbed from the 
debris surrounding him, wincing as pain stabbed through hts left shoulder and arm. He ignored it 
and stood motionless for a moment, peering through the darkness. 


Diana was slumped across the Instrument panel, her eyes closed, her face a pale blur. Desperately, 
Apollo shoved wreckage aside, heedless of everything but the unconscious woman. His frantic fingers 
sought for a pulse, then found ic. it was weak, Irregular -- but she was alive. 


Ignoring his own pain, Apollo carefully lifted Diana from her seat and staggered toward the hatch, 
feeling his way slowly across the slightly canted deck. He couldn't see the crash damage, but he 
could smell enough to tell him the fuel cells were leaking badly. tf they exploded... 


The ground was uneven, rocky, barren. Apollo stumbled across the rough terrain unt!! he judged he 
was far enough for safety In the event of another explosion. Then he placed Diana on the ground In 
the shelter of some large rocks and went back to the wrecked ship. He had to get the other surviv- 
ors out. 


Two of the techs were dead. But the other eight, although hurt, would be al] right if... 


"The fuel cells are ruptured,'' Apollo told them as he went forward to try the com.  ''Those of you 
who can walk, get the others out of the shuttle as quickly as possible. Be careful, there's a lot 
of loose debris. And get as far away from the wreck as you can.!' 


The urgency in his voice commanded instant obedience. The survivors headed for the hatch, tripping 
over debris in their haste. Even In their fear, two of the techs lingered over precious Instru- 
ments. 


"OSIRIS, this is Research Shuttle Alpha. Do you read me? Come in, OSIRIS.'' 


There was no response; the communications equipment was dead. There was no way anyone aboard the 
battlestar would suspect anything was wrong until the shuttle was overdue. 


With a muttered curse, Apollo turned to salvage some of the equipment and supplies. They'd need 
food, water, shelter, and, above all, medical supplies. Those first, he judged, gathering what he 
could and leaving the shuttle. With luck, he might have time for five or six trips. 


He was nearly back to the shuttle for a second load when he literally fell over a body. One of the 
techs had collapsed only a few yards from the hatch; unnoticed, he lay whimpering on the ground, un- 
able to walk unaided. Around him, other techs rushed about wildly, trying to rescue their equip- 
ment. Apollo helped the man to his feet and half-carried him toward safety. 


They hadn't gone far when a second explosion ripped the shuttle apart, sending fragments of metal 
and synthetics flying through the air like shrapnel. Even as the force of the blast threw Apollo 
from his feet, a heavy piece of metal struck the back of his head. He was unconscious before he hit 
the ground. 
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When he opened his eyes the second time, he couldn't remember what had happened. Something heavy 
lay across his legs; when he pushed it aside, he realised it was the body of the man he'd been try- 
ing to help. The tech was dead, and his body, falling on top of Apollo, had protected the Warrior 
from most of the flying debris. 


The shuttle was burning, the flames casting an eerie red glow over what at first glance looked like 
a battlefield. There were bodies -- and pieces of bodies -- everywhere. Apollo forced himself to 
his knees, closed his eyes until the ground stopped spinning, then got to his feet. He moved too 
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fast, though, and the spinning started again, worse than before. With a groan, he sank back to his 
knees, his head in his hands. 


It was several centons before Apollo tried to move again. This time, he was more careful, and the 
thought of Diana kept him on his feet. He couldn't help her, or anybody else, by sitting on the 
ground and doing nothing. He stumbled among the bodies, searching for any sign of life, but the 
techs were al! dead, killed in the explosion. He returned to the spot where he'd left Diana. 


She hadn't moved. Sheltered by the rocks, she was untouched by the effects of the second explosion. 
But she was still unconscious, and the fitful light from the fire revealed her face and uniform 
covered with blood. She was still breathing, though, and there was a faint pulse tn her throat. 


Apollo left her only long enough to find the scattered supplies he'd brought from the shuttle. He 
had bandages and some drugs, but he needed water; he knew Diana would die without It. He never con- 
sidered the possibility that he would die, too. 


With effort, Apollo forced himself to concentrate on the centons immediately before the crash. 
They'd been circling around to land by a small lake, and he was sure the shuttle went down fairly 
close to the landing site. That meant they were close to water. 


He used a blanket from among the salvaged gear to make a crude pack for the things he needed most, 
then carefully lifted Ofana and started off in the direction he thought led to the lake. 


After what seemed an eternity of stumbling through near-total darkness, Apollo collapsed against a 
small boulder, too exhausted to go any farther. The darkness and the broken, rock-strewn terrain 
made travel hazardous, and he was afrald of falling and injuring Diana further. But he had to get 
her to the lake. Somehow, he knew it was Important. 


For several centons, Apollo heard nothing but the sound of his own harsh breathing, then something 
caught his attention. He held his breath, straining to listen, and heard a faint splash. A water- 
fall? The lake? No matter. It was water, and it couldn't be too far. That was his only coherent 
thought as he staggered to his feet again. 


Only a few moments later, he tripped over a rock, throwing himself to one side and backward to keep 
From falling on Diana. He almost landed in the lake. Nearly sobbing in relief, he splashed icy 
water on his face, then, pausing briefly to catch his breath, began to rinse some of the blood from 
Diana's face and hair. He never noticed the gradual lightening of the sky until he suddenly real- 
ised he could see what he was doing. 


The reddish light of the ancient star revealed something of the extent of Diana's injuries. Her 
right arm was broken, but that in itself wasn't serious, just a matter of a few centons in the 
OSIRIS Life Centre. She had a number of bad bruises and cuts; as he stripped away her uniform, 
Apollo found several of them still bleeding slightly. No major blood vessels were severed, but 
she'd lost a lot of blood and was in deep shock. The most serious injury was probably a bad con- 
cussion, unless there was internal damage his small scanner couldn't detect. But then, it wasn't 
working properly, kept flickering and giving erratic readings, so he couldn't be sure. 


Apollo carefully set the broken bone, then began to wash and bandage the cuts, swearing softly as he 
worked. The scanner wasn't the only thing not working properly. He kept seeing two of everything, 
and his vision was fuzzy, blurred. He vaguely remembered being hit on the head by flying debris; 
maybe that explained it. A little sleep, and he'd be all right. 


But Diana came first. He dumped his meagre supplies onto the ground, wrapped her in the blanket, 
and rolled his jacket into a pillow for her. Then he turned his attention to his own wounds, 
splashing icy water over the deep cuts. The shock of the cold made him gasp, and for a moment, 
everything seemed to spin again. He closed his eyes and took a couple of deep breaths; as the diz- 
ziness passed, he clumsily taped a bandage over the gash along his arm. 


Desperately tired, Apollo nevertheless forced himself back to his feet and began gathering smal] 
rocks. He carried them to the water's edge, where he fashioned a makeshift bowl, lining it with a 
piece of his torn pressure suit. He used another piece of the suit to carry water to the bowl, then 
dropped a purification tablet into It. He was literally reeling with exhaustion, and his body was 
shaking in reaction to the abuse it had received; almost before the tablet began to dissolve in the 
water, he sprawled face down on the ground at Diana's side, sound asleep. 
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At first, he didn't know where he was, how he'd gotten there, or even who he was. A vague memory 
nagged at him, persisting even when he rolled over to escape the harsh light. Then pain shot 
through him. His left shoulder and arm seemed on Fire, and his head throbbed as if a Cylon were 
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beating on his skull. 


A Cylon? Fully awake, Apollo opened his eyes. The pain didn't leave, but memory began to return. 
The explosion, the crash, a second explosion, Diana... 


"Apollo?'' The voice that called his name was so faint he could barely hear it. 

Moving slowly and very carefully, Apollo sat up, turning toward Diana and shading his eyes from the 
light of the red star. He was trembling, sick from the pain, and his vision was still blurred, but 
it didn't seem as bad as before. 

Thén he tried to stand up, and the ground suddenly tilted crazily beneath him. He collapsed to his 
knees, steadying himself with one hand on the ground until the dizziness receded once more. He 
shivered uncontrollably. 


"You're hurt!'’ There were tears in Diana's eyes. She tried to sit up, to help him, but was too 
weak. ''Oh, Apollo...’ 


He crawled to her side. "Shh. It's all right. Just shock, mostly."' 
"BUCS oe 


He shook his head, placing his fingers lightly over her lips. ‘Don't talk,'' he said softly. "There 
was a crash. You..." 


"How bad?" 
"The shuttle exploded, everything's destroyed. The others are all dead." 
"And...me? How badly...am { hurt?'' Diana's voice was weaker; it was hard for her to talk. 


Apollo shook his head again and took her hand, holding it tightly. ''l don't know. I... The scan- 
ner doesn't work..." 





"Am |...dying?" 

"INO!!! 

"Apollo...please... Be...realistic. Cheaa” 
“No! You won't die, | won't let you." 


'')..stubborn...'' Diana sighed, and her eyes closed. "But I...love you...'' Then she was asleep. 
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Apollo sat beside her for a long time, holding her hand. He'd never felt so helpless before. He 
couldn't think clearly, couldn't stop shaking. if she died... 


No! He wouldn't let her die. Whatever It took... 


Gradually, as he sat there, his mind began to function again. The landscape around him was as bleak 
and lifeless as ne remembered from the night before. Sut they had medical supplies, weapons, water, 
and enough purification tablets to last for sectons. Unfortunately, the lake wouldn't supply any 
food. 


He began shivering again, cold in spite of what he knew to be a mild climate. His torn uniform pro- 
vided no protection. He knew he was suffering from shock and wondered If he had a fever, guessed he 
probably did, and decided there wasn't much he could do about it. Wearily, he rested his aching 
head against his knees and closed his eyes. The situation looked grim. But with luck -- admitted- 
ly, a lot of it -- they could survive until the OSIRIS decided they were overdue and sent someone 
looking for them. If the weather didn't change, if Diana didn't grow any weaker, if his own fever 
didn't worsen, if... 


Apollo sitghed. There were too many if's, and he was so tired... 
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Morgan slammed a sheaf of papers onto his desk, angrily shoving aside the rest of the data reports. 
He simply couldn't think clearly. Something was wrong... 


Restless, he left his lab and aimlessly prowled the corridors of the OSIRIS, trying to concentrate. 
Then his pace increased as he suddenly visualised two faces he knew almost as well as his own. He 
would have teleported to the launch bay, but the corridors were too crowded; he couldn't risk it. 
Morgan vaulted into the first launch-ready ship he reached; he didn't care whose Viper It was. Too 
preoccupied to even think of contacting the bridge, he was out of the launch tube and following the 
course taken by the research shuttle before anyone realised he was gone. 

"Commander!" 


"Yes, Andromeda?" Christopher turned toward the communications officer. 


"A Viper just launched without clearance, sir. The pilot hasn't been Identified yet, and doesn't 
acknowledge our transmissions." 


‘Put me through to that Viper!'' he snapped. 
Andromeda's hands flew over her console. "You have a channel, Commander." 


This is Commander Christopher. Whoever is flying that Viper, you are ordered back to the OSIRIS 
immediately.'' His voice crackled with anger. 


‘'t'm sorry, Commander,"' Morgan replied calmly. ‘Il can't do that. Something's wrong, and they need 
my help." 
‘Morgan! What...?'' Knowing something of Morgan's talents, and his affection for Captain Diana, 


Christopher didn't have to ask who needed help, or where. Nor did he have to ask how Morgan knew 
about it. The telepath simply knew. The Commander might be furious about the man's methods and his 
lack of military discipline, but he knew Morgan well enough to realise the situation must be criti- 
cal. "All right, Lieutenant. Can we help? Will you need any assistance?" 


“T'TT have to contact you when |! get there, sir. 1! don't know what's going on, only that some- 
thing's wrong." 


"Very well, Lieutenant. We'll have a support team and shuttle standing by, awaiting your report. 
Proceed, and be careful." 


Morgan's Viper streaked through space at maximum speed, but it still took several centars for him to 
reach his destination. As soon as he was in range for narrow-beam transmission, he tried contacting 
the shuttle. There was no response. Alarmed, he reached out telepathically and found -- nothing. 


A quick orbital scan pinpointed the wreckage of the shuttle and the carnage surrounding it. The 
scan also revealed two life forms near a lake a few miles from the crash site. Morgan set his Viper 
down as close to them as he safely could. The life readings were extremely weak. 
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Diana had been well cared for, given the primitive conditions and evident lack of medical supplies, 
but she was in shock and had lost a great deal of blood. An ugly brufse on one temple warned of 
possible concussion. Morgan injected an analgesic and stimulants, but he knew they'd only help for 
a short time; she needed professional medical care. 


Apollo didn't appear to be as badly hurt, but there was blood matted in his hair, and the bandage 
roughly taped over his left arm was blood-stained as well. As Morgan removed the bandage, Apollo 
stirred restlessly, then opened his eyes, staring blankly at the blond man bending over him. 


"Just relax,'' Morgan told him quietly as he applied a disinfectant to the wound. "You'll be fine in 
a couple of days." 


'Who...? Morgan?"' Apollo sounded dazed, confused, and his voice was slurred. ‘What're you doing 
here?" 


"Helping you." 
"How. ee 7 
"...did | know you needed help?" The telepath smiled. ''Do you really have to ask?" 


Apollo shook his head slightly, wincing a little at the pain. Then his eyes filled with alarm, and 
he tried to sit up. "Diana! is she...?" 


Morgan held him as a wave of dizziness made the planet seem to lurch sickeningly. ‘Easy, Captain. 
She'll be just fine once we get her back to the OSIRIS. You took very good care of her. Now, will 
you please lie still so ! can take care of you?" 


Apollo closed his eyes again. "I'm Imagining this...hallucinating... | must be delirious. You're 
not really here, you can't be..." 


"I'm here, and I'm real." 


Gentle fingers explored the back of Apollo's head. Apollo winced again, opening his eyes and trying 
to focus on Morgan's face. The double image refused to clear. 


"What hit you?" 
"...don't know. The shuttle exploded..." 
"Apollo, | want you to try to tell me exactly what happened." 


'We were...in the atmosphere. There was an explosion...in the rear of the shuttle...'' Apollo 
closed his eyes wearily. It was hard to talk, hard to think, to remember. Too hard. He drifted 
into darkness. 


His face grim, Morgan hurried back to his Viper, intending to contact the OSIRIS, order a shuttle, 
and get proper help for his two friends. But he couldn't raise the battlestar. Electromagnetic ra- 
diation from the dying star somehow interferred with communications; all he could get was static. 
The telepath swore, and tried to isolate the problem. He didn't have any luck. He might be able to 
blow up a star -- he'd helped do it before -- but he certainly couldn't shut up this star; his long- 
range equipment remained dead. Still swearing, he returned to the lake. 


Diana was awake. She stared at him, disbelief in her eyes. ''Morgan?"' 


‘tn the flesh.'' He smiled at her. "I'm here, I'm real, you're not hallucinating," he told her. 
"If you want, I'll pinch you to prove it." 


She laughed weakly. ‘''Then...we're safe? .We're...going back?" 
Morgan sobered and shook his head. "No, not yet. | came alone in a Viper, and! can't raise the 
OSIRIS. I'm going to have to go back, at least close enough to be picked up on short-range scan, to 


send for a shuttle." 
"Then...do it..." 
Morgan bent and kissed her forehead. '‘''Il can't leave you just now. 1 can do more here." 


"ZT can fly back." 
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Morgan turned, startled. He hadn't realised Apollo was awake. "You'll never make it." 
"lt can get far enough to raise them on the com." 


The telepath shook his head. "Uh-uh, you're too weak. You'd pass out during launch. | don't want 
to have to clean up after you crash." 


There's not much choice, is there?" 
There was no answer. 
‘Morgan, no..." 


"Look, Morgan, you can control another ship In space, you've done it before. So if ! do pass out, 
you can keep me from crashing until..." 


"No! Apollo, you can't... You..."* Diana struggled to get up, and Morgan took her in his arms, 
holding her still and trying to calm her. 


"Don't worry, Diana, I'l be all right,'' Apollo replied, his voice low and intense. ‘''Trust me, 
please, both of you. You know there isn't any other way." 


"Please...Apollo, no...'' Diana sobbed weakly in Morgan's arms. ''Morgan, don't... Don't let him... 
Promise...'' Her eyes closed; she was either asleep or unconscious again. 


Morgan kissed her hair, rocking her gently in his arms. He looked at Apollo, green eyes glittering 
in the sunlight. ‘You're trying to prove the Commander's fears about you are groundless, aren't 
you?" he asked quietly. 


Apollo flushed. ‘What if ! am?" he demanded. ''It makes no difference. At least, let me try. 
You've got to.'' His voice dropped to almost a whisper. ‘it's the only chance Diana has." 


"it's her life you're gambling with,"’ the telepath reminded him. "And your own." 
"It's a risk we have to take. You just worry about Diana." 


Morgan glanced down at the woman in his arms. '‘''She'll still be alive when the shuttle gets here. | 


can promise that much. Don't worry, she'll make it.'' He wished he could be as sure about Apollo. 
The Captain staggered to his feet. His body didn't want to move, didn't even seem to belong to him, 
and he was dizzy again; he felt as if he were floating somewhere outside of himself. ‘'Morgan...'' 
He swayed. 


The telepath eased Diana to the ground and was on his feet at Apollo's side in an instant, steadying 
him. Apollo nearly collapsed in his arms. ‘Damn fool! You can't even walk!!! 


"| don't have to walk, | have to fly,'' Apollo retorted, dragging himself upright. ‘And | can fly 
sitting down." 


"Well, sit down, then,'' Morgan ordered. ‘You're not going anywhere yet. You need a pressure suit; 


you can use mine, and my helmet. It's in the Viper."* He started stripping off his uniform. = ''I 
think this'll! fit well enough." 


The pressure suit wasn't a perfect fit, but it was adequate; the two men were nearly the same size. 
Apollo pulled Morgan's flight Jacket on over his tattered uniform, trying to ignore the pain in his 
arm as he moved. The watchful Morgan noticed. 

"ts the pain very bad?" 

Apollo shook his head. "I'll live," he replied. 

Morgan didn't pursue the matter. Instead, he helped the other man to his feet. Apollo leaned 
against him for a moment, his head bowed, then straightened slowly and took a couple of unsteady 
steps toward the Viper. He stumbled and would have fallen if the telepath hadn't caught him. 


‘Are you too proud to accept a little more help?"' Morgan asked quietly. 


Apollo stared at him silently for a long moment, then smiled shamefacedly and shook his head once 
more. ''No,'' he whispered in answer. 


60 


Morgan put an arm around him and helped him across the rocky ground and into the Viper's cockpit. 
As the telepath strapped him in, Apollo slumped in the seat, his eyes closed, forcing himself to 
breathe deeply. 

"You all right?!’ 

Apollo nodded. "Yeah, just a little tired. 1'11 be okay In a centon.'! 


Morgan shook his head, partly in despair, partly in admiration. Then Apollo opened his eyes, took 


the helmet, and settled it over his head. '!'m ready," he said quietly. 

"Sure?" 

"Uh-huh." 

Morgan started to climb down from the Viper's wing, but halted as Apollo spoke again. ‘'Morgan..." 
"Yes?" 


"Take care of Diana for me.'' 


For a brief moment, green eyes met matching ones in mutual understanding; they didn't need telep- 
athy. ‘Here, for now, yes, of course,'' Morgan said very softly. "But she'll hate both of us if 
you're not waiting for us when we get back.'' 


Apollo, not trusting himself to speak, nodded silently. 


Morgan started to climb down again, then hesitated. ''Apollo, one thing. Be careful <-- no risks. 
Your life's important, too."' Their eyes met again, and Morgan grinned suddenly. ‘''Now, get going. 
And good luck.'' He jumped clear. 


Apollo didn't need conscious thought to fly a Viper; it was almost as Instinctive for him as breath- 
ing. Nevertheless, he held his breath as his thumb came down on the launch. control. The small 
spacecraft hurtled into the sky at maximum thrust, viciously tearing free of the planet's gravity. 


For the first few critical microns, Apollo held the Viper steady, fighting with all his will and the 
last vestiges of his strength to maintain control. He had to get help; Diana's life was at stake. 
But finaily, his battered and exhausted body surrendered to the tremendous forces acting on it. His 
last conscious thought, as blackness engulfed him, was one of exultation -- he was flying again! 


As Apollo passed out, Morgan took over. He sat quietly beside Diana, one hand absently stroking her 
hair. His eyes were closed, his face that of aman asleep -- or in a deep trance. His mind was 
centred on a small speck of metal streaking through space. Without his control, the Viper would 
plunge back toward the red dwarf star, to be vapourised by its fires. 


He never saw the small, brown-furred creature that sat on a nearby rock, watching him. From time to 
time, the large, erect ears and the bushy tail twitched. The bright, intelligent~-seeming black eyes 
in the sharply pointed face never blinked. The creature simply sat -~ and watched. 


Then the Viper was gone, out of range, and Morgan could no longer sense either the ship or her un- 
conscious pilot. He sighed, stretched, and opened his eyes. 


The watcher promptly vanished. 
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Apollo opened his eyes to star-strewn night, nausea, and a slowly tumbling Viper. He was dazed and 
disoriented, and it took him some time to realise where he was. He rubbed his eyes, trying to wil! 
his weakness and the lingering dizziness to pass. The pain in his head seemed to throb in time with 
the beat of his heart, and he couldn't see clearly. He raised a hand to finger the bandage at the 
back of his head, wincing a little as he did so. His shoulder was stiffening badly; it hurt to move 
his arm. What in Hades happened to...? 


Memory and awareness returned in a rush. He blinked in an effort to force his eyes to focus, his 
mind to concentrate, and did what he could to stabilise the Viper. Then, feeling strangely lethar- 
gic, he relaxed, leaning his head back against the seat. His mind wandered, and he began to hallu- 
cinate. He remembered... 


A small boy crying, and a tall, imposing figure in a dark blue uniform comforting him... 
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A training simulator suddenly filling with packing foam, trapping a stuffy young cadet, and the two 
perpetrators laughing... He owed his life to them so many times... 


Starbuck, fearing no enemy, but afraid of Athena, running from her... And from Cassiopeia, and 
Alexandra... 


Alexandra? Briefly awake, Apollo rubbed his eyes again, trying to get his bearings, to think clear- 
ly. But he was too sick, too tired... 


A little daggit, just a puppy, darting between a grown man's legs, and a small boy laughing as his 
father tripped, sprawling on the grass... 


Another boy, with wide, sad eyes, mourning his lost pet, and a worried mother... Serina... 


Serina, standing at his side as the chain of an ancient medallion was wound around their joined 
hands... Landing on Kobol, searching for life amidst the ruins of an abandoned world... Death... 


Apollo moaned, shaking his head, and opened his eyes to stare blankly at the stars. Darkness quick- 
ly claimed him again. 


Death, unbearable grief and horror, wanting to die, to join her. If only he could have saved her... 
Serina... 


Diana, dying on some nameless, lifeless world... 


No! Apollo shook his head once more, rousing from his dreams. Diana wouldn't die; Morgan wouldn't 
let her, he'd take care of her. Morgan... 


Morgan... <A fight, a face bending over him, green eyes peering into his mind, his soul, refusing to 
let him die... 


Die? No, he didn't want to die, not any more. There was too much to live for -- the OSIRIS, maybe 
Finding the GALACTJCA again, his friends, Diana... 


Diana, in a long violet gown, dancing in his arms... Watching the rain, not daring to look at the 
woman beside him, friend, sister, wanting... 


An incredible blaze of passion claiming two souls... The flame of her hair enfolding them both, 
dark fire in the night, a burst of brilliance in the sunlight... 


A time yet to be, a little girl with fiery hair in a proud father's arms, a radiant woman with even 
brighter hair and laughing green eyes at his side... 
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Funny, he thought, briefly coherent, but he'd never considered the OSIRIS ''home'’ before. Maybe be- 
cause he still hoped to return to the GALACTICA some day, to his friends and family. But the OSIRIS 
was home now, and there were new friends, maybe a family one day. Somehow, that was important... 
Home... Adama... Diana... Morgan... Starbuck... Serina... 


Apollo drifted in and out of consciousness, not really aware of the difference, as the Viper headed 
home. 


Serina... Diana... Home... 


Home... 
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Diana weakly pushed away the cup Morgan held to her lips, and rested her head against his shoulder, 


closing her eyes. Morgan's lips brushed her hair. ''Feeling better?" 

she nodded slightly, not opening her eyes. ‘'Just...weak, tired. There's no pain at all." 

‘'t'm surprised you can feel anything,'' Morgan said with a chuckle. ''l must be slipping." 

"You? Never.'’ She sighed, then turned her head to look up at him. "You don't...make mistakes, do 


you?" 


"Oh, every now and then. I'm only human, you know."! 
"Morgan?" 

"What?" 

"| do care...really. Only..." 

"th know." 

"But it... It's not fair to you..." 

"Never mind, it doesn't matter." 


"No, you don't understand,'' she protested. ''The way | feel about you 
still...' 


“Hush,'' he said softly, struggling with his own emotions. 'Don't try to 
to rest. Try to sleep." 
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-- nothing's changed... i 


talk any more. I want you 





Too weak to argue, Diana obediently closed her eyes. 


"Sleep, Diana,'' Morgan murmured, his voice low, hypnotic. "Sleep. 
Nothing can harm you. Sleep, my love, sleep...'' 


You're safe here, with me. 
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Lulled by the soothing tone of his voice, Diana fell asleep with her head on his chest, secure in 
the warmth of his arms. Morgan sighed, his eyes sad. If only... 


The watcher observed, unseen. Its bright eyes never blinked; it made no sound. It sat beside a 
rock near the lake, its bushy tail curled neatly over its paws, and only the twitching of the large, 
pointed ears revealed it was alive. Then, as Morgan himself finally dozed in the red sunlight, the 


little creature slowly hopped closer, until the tips of its whiskers lightly brushed against the 
back of the man’s hand. 
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Morgan didn't awaken. After a few centons, the alien moved away, watched for a while, then went to 
Diana's side. Once again, the tips of its whiskers brushed bare skin. Then the creature vanished. 


woke kek & 


The mood on the bridge was tense. Commander Christopher stood behind Chan, his senior bridge offi- 
cer, and watched the scanners. Ever since Morgan left after the research shuttle... 


"Target on scanner, sir,'' Chan's quiet voice interrupted his thoughts. ‘''One-man ship, human occu- 
pant." 


"Any communications, Andromeda?" 
"Negative, Commander. The ship's just entering range." 
"Keep trying. If you get anything, put it through to my station." 


Microns later, he heard the crackle of static over a com line, and a barely audible voice. ''...read 
me? Come in, OSIRIS. This is Flight Captain Apollo. Do you read me?" 


Surprised, the Commander snatched a microphone. ''This is Commander Christopher, Captain. What are 


you doing with a Viper? Where is the rest of your party? And where's Lieutenant Morgan? What in 
Hades is going on?" 


"The shuttle crashed, Commander,'' Apollo's voice replied, faint through the static. ''There was an 
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explosion. Morgan stayed with Diana; she's been hurt. There were no other survivors. They need a 
shuttle and a med crew.'' 


The Commander glanced over his shoulder at his Executive Officer. ‘See to fit, Colonel," he said to 
Arsenaux. The Colonel obeyed at once, and Christopher turned his attention back to the com. ‘Are 
you all right, Captain?" 


‘I'm fine," Apollo answered, not quite truthfully. ‘What about that shuttle?" 


A quick glance at Arsenaux, who held up one hand, the fingers spread. ''They'1!1 be ready to launch 
in five centons, Captain." 


The Viper should be in visual range by then, sir,'' Chan reported. 


Christopher nodded his acknowledgement, then checked his computer screen. ‘Captain, you're cleared 
to land in Alpha Bay,'' he advised. ''Report to me on the bridge immediately after landing. OSIRIS 
out." 


An explosion aboard the shuttle? The Commander pondered that for only a moment before contacting 
Captain Hannibal, the Engineering officer on duty that shift in Alpha Landing Bay. They'd better 
send a crash investigation team with that shuttle... 
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Apollo blinked and shook his head sharply, trying to force the two landing bays to resolve them- 
selves into the single one he knew must be there. It didn't work; there were still two landing 
bays, and he couldn't tell which was the real one -- assuming, of course, that one of them was real. 
He aborted the landing and pulled the Viper around in a wide circle, preparing to make another ap- 
proach. 


Something deep in his memory told him to wait, told him a rescue crew could bring the Viper In, but 
he couldn't do it. The Commander had said to report immediately. Besides, the approach to the 
landing bay was wide... He could do it. He would do it. He had to... 


The Viper's approach was erratic, as Apollo attempted to judge the actual position of the landing 
bay entrance. He tried closing one eye; the double image vanished, but so did his depth perception. 
That was no improvement. Finally, he asked for help. 


Core Control, this is Captain Apollo." 
"Control here, Captain." 
"Can you give me a position check, please?’ 


A position check? Colonel Arsenaux bent over the communications officer's shoulder, curious and 
troubled. The Captain offered no explanation for his aborted landing, which in itself was cause for 
concern. And why would an experienced pilot like Apollo want...? 


"Correct half a degree port, Captain, and roll two degrees port,'' Andromeda responded to Apollo's 
request. ‘'Keep your Viper level; pitch is perfect.'' 


"Acknowledged. Thank you.'! 


Apollo made the necessary corrections by instinct; he couldn't read his instruments. Then he whis- 
pered a fervent prayer and committed the Viper to land. 


Restraining cables and force fields caught the small craft as she hit the deck, preventing her from 
slamming into the far bulkhead and completely destroying the landing bay. She slewed sideways as 
Apollo wrestled her to a shuddering halt. Somehow, he kept her from hitting anything. 


As he reached forward to release the latch on the canopy, the landing bay lights stabbed at his 
eyes. The pain in his head Intensified, becoming excruciating, and everything reeled around him. 
Sick, dizzy, half blind from the pain, he climbed from the cockpit, then slid to the deck and leaned 
heavily against one wing of the Viper as maintenance techs swarmed over her. He felt terribly cold, 
and instead of easing, the pain incredibly -- impossibly -- grew worse. 


Captain Hannibal strode up behind him. Apollo didn't turn, and Hannibal put a hand on his shoulder, 
trying to get his attention. Apollo flinched as the Engineer's fingers touched his injured arm; 
Hannibal, concerned with other matters, didn't notice. "Captain Apollo, the Commander asks that you 
report at once to his quarters, not the bridge. He is most anxious about..." 
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Whatever Christopher was anxious about would have to wait. Without warning, Apollo collapsed, un- 
conscious, at the surprised Hannibal's feet. 


vow & & * 


Lieutenant Gregory and Sergeant Alexandra flew the shuttle the OSIRIS sent to pick up Diana and 
Morgan. They were accompanied by two med techs and three other Warriors. A second shuttle, carry- 
ing a crash investigation team, followed; they would stay behind to determine the cause of the 
crash. 


Half conscious, Diana murmured a protest as the med techs took her from Morgan's arms. They care- 
Fully placed her on a stretcher, and Morgan took her hand, maintaining the physical contact between 
them. Diana's fingers closed tightly around his. 


The flight back to the OSIRIS seemed endless to Morgan, who was aware of every breath Diana took, of 
every beat of her heart. He blocked everything, everyone from his mind -- except Diana. Against 
all odds, she was still alive when they reached the OSIRIS -- and although unconscious, she never 
once released his hand. 


Dr. Senbi was waiting for them when the shuttle landed. Within centons, Oiana was tn Life Centre. 
Morgan left her at the door. 


A small crowd gathered outside Life Centre. Morgan paced the corridor, wanting to read the news 
from Senbi's mind, but not quite daring to try. Commander Christopher walted with him, as did a 
number of off-duty pilots, all of them Diana's friends. 


Finally, the door slid open, anda smiling Senbi emerged. Morgan didn't waft to hear him Say, 
“She'll be just fine." He was through the doorway and at Diana's bedside before the words were 
spoken. After a brief conversation with the doctor, the Commander returned to the bridge, and the 
pilots slowly wandered away. 


Diana was sleeping peacefully. Morgan studied her for a long while, until he was satisfled she'd 
really be all right. Then he started for the door, Intending to go to his lab to finish his inter- 
rupted project. He stopped abruptly in mid-stride, as he recognised the still form in the next bed. 
Good Lords, he'd been so worried about Diana, he'd completely forgotten about Apollo! What In Hades 
happened to him? He hadn't crashed, had he? 


Morgan swore silently to himself. He should never have let Apollo try flying a Viper; he was too 
badly hurt to handle so sensitive a ship -- but what choice did they have? Without Morgan, it was 
certain Diana would have died... 


And without Apollo, she might want to die. 


Cursing under his breath, Morgan bent over the unconscious man, examining him carefully. After a 
few centons, he straightened, sighing in relief. Apollo was in serious condition, but his injurtes 
were neither fatal nor permanent. He, too, would be all right. He'd be in Life Centre for several 
days, Diana for a bit longer, but they'd both recover. 


What caused the crash? Apollo said an explosion... Not, Morgan was certain, pilot error; both pi- 
lots were too experienced, too skilled. And probably not a flaw in the shuttle’s structure or sys- 
tems, although the report from the crash team would determine that more positively. What, then? 
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For several days, Morgan spent his time watching over Diana and Apollo. Commander Christopher in- 
structed Dr. Senbi to cooperate with Morgan; the Commander offered no explanations, and Senbi wisely 
didn't ask questions. In fact, Morgan's assistance proved useful -- he was somehow able to reach 
Apollo even when the Captain was raving -- and since Morgan didn't Interfere with his medical staff, 
Senbi had no real objections to his presence. 


From a med tech's viewpoint, Ofana was an ideal patient. She slept peacefully most of the time; 
when she was awake, she was cooperative, obedient -- very different from the restless, fiery- 
tempered Diana Life Centre knew from the past. But then, she'd never come so close to death before. 
She simply couldn't spare the energy to fight with the med techs and doctors. 


Apollo was another matter entirely. Whether it was because of the head injury or the fever, he 
didn't seem to realise where he was and refused to believe Diana was safe. When he was awake, he 
was delirious and constantly fought with the med techs, wanting only to go to Diana. Morgan did 
what he could to keep Apollo quiet, knowing he needed rest far more than medication, but Dr. Senbi 
nevertheless was forced to keep him under sedation. 
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Eventually, though, nature and Apollo's own body succeeded in doing what Morgan and Senbi could not. 
The fever broke, Apollo slept peacefully at last, and the sedatives were no longer needed. For the 
first time in days, Morgan felt free to leave Life Centre. He went to his lab, the old celestial 
chamber that was his private sanctuary, and there, with the transparent bubble open to the stars, he 
returned to his long-neglected work. 

kok wok * 
"Welcome back.'' 


Apollo stared blankly at the face looking down at him, seeing only light eyes and fair hair. Star- 
buck...? What was he doing here? Where...? Then he blinked in recognition. ''Hi, Morgan." 


"Hi, yourself. How do you feel?! 
Apollo attempted a weak smile. ''Not too bad, considering. Thanks." 
"For what? I nearly got you killed." 


"How? Letting me fly back? You couldn't have stopped me. Besides, Diana needed you. And | made 
it all right, didn't 1?" 


Morgan chuckled and shook his head. ''l wish | knew how. You certainly shouldn't have. 1! didn't 
realise how badly you'd been hurt, or I'd never have allowed..." 


"You couldn't have stopped me, remember?" 
"No?" Morgan raised an eyebrow. ‘You sure about that? When | think of the risks..." 


A surprisingly strong hand caught the telepath's wrist. ‘Hey, it's a little late to start thinking 


about what might've gone wrong. S8esides, everything worked out okay.'' He hesitated a moment. 
"Morgan, everyone keeps telling me Diana's all right. Is she, really?" 
Morgan nodded. ‘''They finally put both of you in isolation so no one would disturb you. You needed 


rest, and there's been an awful lot of traffic through here the past few days...'' 
Apollo interrupted him. ‘What happened to the shuttle?" he asked quietly. 
‘{ imagine you've a few ideas of your own,'' Morgan replied. 


"Yeah, a few.'' Apollo's face was suddenly grim. 'I've been thinking about it a lot. That first 
explosion didn't just happen by itself, and | don't think there was anything wrong with the ship; | 
checked her out myself. That doesn't leave too many possibilities. Sabotage, or...'' 


"{ think your ‘or’ is the answer. The preliminary crash investigation indicates there was an explo- 
sive of some sort on board. My guess is one of the techs brought something onto the shuttle -- 
something unstable -- planning to use it in their survey. If It broke loose in the storage bay, got 
shaken up, well...’ 


"If | ever find out...'' For an instant, anger flared in Apollo's eyes. Someone blew up the shut- 
tle, nearly killed Diana, and... Then he grinned. ''You know, ! almost feel sorry for the poor 
bastard." 

Morgan nodded in complete understanding. ‘And it doesn't even matter who it was,'' he said quietly, 


“since the poor fool's dead now." 
Apollo breke the long silence that followed. ''When can ! see Diana?" he asked abruptly. 


"Senbi says as soon as you can get up from that bed,'' Morgan told him. ‘''Now, if you like. Want a 
hand?" 


"No... Not yet, in a centon, maybe. 1... Morgan, why?" 


"Why, what?'' the bewildered telepath demanded. 


"You... Look, Morgan, |! know you're in love with Diana, and she... Lt Sia So why do you keep 
helping me? | mean, I... Oh, frak!'' He gestured vaguely around the isolation chamber, unable to 
find the words he wanted. ''You keep pulling me out of trouble. Why?" 


Morgan shrugged. = ''Why not?!" 
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"That's no answer.'' 


‘No, it isn't, is tt?" The telepath gazed back into the eyes that studied his own so earnestly. 
"All right, then. Maybe it's because Diana loves you, and what she cares about is important to me, 
or maybe because we ~- this ship -- need you, or maybe even Just because... Look, Apollo, I've 
never been very close to anyone before, except Diana; It's a kind of defence mechanism, ever since | 
was a kid. So...'' He shrugged again, embarrassed. 't'm afraid | can't explain it, not very well, 
anyway. Only, well, you're the first man I've met in yahrens who !'d be willing to trust at my back 
ina fight. Can you understand what that means to me?'' 


"t think so," Apollo answered slowly, thoughtfully. ''l guess | kind of feel that way about Starbuck 
and Boomer. | miss them both, a lot." !t was Apollo's turn to be embarrassed; he looked away from 
Morgan, no longer able to meet the searching green eyes. ''l don't know why, exactly, but, well, | 
guess | feel the same way about you." 


Morgan didn't reply for a long time. Finally, he held out his hand. 'l know I can never take their 
place,'' he said at last, "but..." 


There was no hesitation as Apollo took Morgan's hand. The two men gripped each other's wrists word- 
lessly, in a timeless gesture of friendship. 
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Apollo was leaning heavily on Morgan's arm as they entered Diana's room. He was still weak, and 
suffered from severe headaches and recurrent dizziness. Or. Senbi assured him all symptoms would 
disappear in a secton or two. 


Diana was awake, and smiled warmly in greeting. Draco, her miniature violet dragon, perched on her 
pillow, trilling happily. 


“Hi, beautiful,'' Morgan said cheerfully as he deposited Apollo in a chair beside the bed. ‘You look 
good enough to get out of this place." 


"Liar,'' she laughed as he kissed her forehead. ''! look awful -~- but | feel a lot better.'' She 
reached for Apollo's hand, as Oraco flew from her pillow to land on his shoulder. ‘How are you 
feeling?" 


‘About the same -- looking awful, but feeling fine." 


Just then, Draco’s sharp claws bit through robe and bandage into still-tender flesh. 'Ouch!"' Apollo 
exclaimed, trying to push the dragon away without hurting it. "Little fiend -- that hurts!" Oraco 
obligingly sidled closer to the man's ear and began nibbling on his hair, still trilling happily. 
For some reason, the little dragon considered Apollo's hair a favourite plaything. 


Apollo grinned at Diana’s look of disbelief. 'Well, ! feel reasonably fine, anyway,'' he amended 
somewhat ruefully. ‘I'm afraid | gave Senbi and his people a pretty hard time, though. They kept 
trying to convince me you were okay, but | had to see for myself.'' He kissed the palm of her hand. 


'"'! was so afraid of losing you...'' 
"| Tove you,'' she whispered. 


Apollo's face was grave, his eyes thoughtful, as he removed a fine chain from around his neck and 
sat silently for a moment, holding the cbject suspended from it. He'd never thought to part from 
it, but... "Once, a long time ago, when | was hurt, blind, and thought !|'d be better off dead, 
someone gave me this,'' he said very quietly. ‘''Now, | want you to have it.'' He closed Diana's fin- 
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gers over a small silvery ankh. 


She stared at the chain dangling from her hand, then at Apollo. ‘''Serina gave this to you, didn't 
she? | can't..." 


"What could be more fitting? Before | found you again, | wanted to die. | had nothing to live for, 
nothing but a symbol. Now, everything -- my whole life -- is starting over. What's past can never 
be again. There's only the present, and what lies ahead. You've given me that, Diana, and |! want 
you to wear this for me." 


Looking into his eyes, Diana nodded slowly. "All right, Apollo, always, if that's what you want." 
She slipped the chain over her head, then reached for his hand again. 





Morgan leaned against the wall, watching his two friends in silence. He felt a twinge of envy. If 
only... 


If only... 
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"Aegis Of Athena" 


(By Paul Gordon) 


"You've sheltered me, kept me safe on the bridge, hidden behind our fighters, while my brothers gave 
their lives for our people. !'m not going to hide any longer." 


With those words, Athena closed herself off from her father, and became a fighter pilot. In the 
sectars that followed, she shut herself off from her friends as well, spending her time alone, 
almost a ghost haunting the launch tubes and landing bays of the GALACTICA. She became a stranger 
to almost everyone. 
Her friends worrled about her, tried to guess what was troubling her, decided It was Apollo's death. 
They tried to coax her back to humanity, hoping time would heal the gaping wound in her sanity. 
They didn't know how deeply the wound ran, how much closer she came every day to surrendering to her 
fears and hatreds and despalrs, what might happen on the day she broke. 
Time was running out for her. Athena skirted the edge of blackness. 
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"Freak! 
Bojay looked inquiringly at Starbuck. 
"| pulled Athena for wingmate again." 
‘The Commander must have it in for you. What'd you do this time?" 


"Nothing | know of.!! 


"Starbuck, may ! talk to you?" Bojay and Starbuck jumped at Adama's entrance. Bojay quickly 
excused himself and left the ready room. 


"Uh, what did you want to talk about, sir?! Starbuck felt very uneasy. The Commander asking to 
talk to him? 


"My daughter.!' 


"She detests me! Why are we always paired for patrols? Uh, not that | mean anything by it, sir, 


but... I don't understand her anymore. She's been so different, so distant, since Apollo...disap- 
peared,'! 

The Commander sighed. ''! know. I keep hoping something will change. Starbuck, whatever's wrong 
with Athena, no one's been able to get through to her. She even avoids me. | hoped, from what you 
meant to her, that she might turn to you." 

"She won't even talk to me, and sometimes, the way she looks at me... I've tried to talk to her, 
Commander. | really don't think there's anything left between us that means anything to her.'' 

Adama locked tired. "It's not right to ask this of you, Starbuck, but | have to. You've been like 
a son to me since Apollo... left. ! want you to know that. As a favour, could you try, once more, 


to help her? She won't Jet anyone near her. Starbuck, I! just don't know what to think or do for 


Starbuck felt unhappy, and looked it. 


‘tim not asking you to pretend anything you don't feel. Just be a friend. I'm afraid for Athena -- 
what she may do to herself, or to some one else. Salik says there's nothing he can do unless she 
lets him, or breaks. | don't want to see that happen. She's a good Warrior, as well as my daugh- 
ter." 


Starbuck saw the lines of tension on Adama's face. He understood, He still cared for Athena, and 


it hurt him to see what she was daing to herself. He knew, too, what it must be for the Commander 
to ask this. 
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"l can only try." 


"That's all | can ask. Good luck, and thank you. The Lords assist you." Adama squeezed his 
shoulder, gave him a tired smile, and left the room. 


Starbuck sighed and picked up his helmet. He was due for patrol. 


* * * * * 


"Anything on your scanners, Lieutenant?" 


"Negative." Athena's voice was evenly emotionless. Starbuck wondered if anything he said could 
draw a response from her. 


To his left, Starbuck could make out the dot that was her Viper. She kept pace with him, executing 
every manceuvre perfectly, staying in formation. She was becoming the perfect pilot, the perfect 
Warrior. She did everything by the book. But there was no feeling in it. She seemed wi thdrawn, 
part of her absent from everything she did. No feelings. Almost like a Cylon... 


Starbuck shivered, suddenly cold. A Cylon? He knew how warm and alive the woman could be, how vi- 
brant she had been, at one time. She had changed slowly since the Destruction, becoming less and 
less familiar. She had lost her mother and her brother, and many friends. Starbuck could under- 
stand that. They'd all lost so much. Somewhere In that time, they had lost each other. 


Later, Serina had died. Athena and her sister-in-law had been good friends. Another loss. Then 
more friends over the yahrens. Most recently, and probably the final straw, had been Apollo's 
death... Ofsappearance? He was gone, anyway, and Athena had taken it hard. 


Being honest with himself, he probably hadn't helped matters much. He'd become quite close to 
Cassie, and that, too, was hard for Athena to take. Sut he cared for both of them. Occasionally, 
there were other women, but it always came down to Athena and Cassiopeia. He wasn't ready to settle 


down, wasn't ready for the commitment marriage would take. That was probably why she seemed to 
hate him now, that he wouldn't make the commitment Apollo had. But he just didn't know, wasn't 
ready... 

He shook himself from those thoughts as something showed on his scanners. "Star system, nine 


planets, directly ahead! Athena, let's take a lookl'' 


"I'm with you, Lieutenant.'' She wouldn't even say his name as she followed him into closer range of 
the star system. Nine planets? Oid they dare to hope? 


It was the third planet they were most interested in. 

lt was habitable. The air was breatheable. The planet was green, and there were water and land in 
fairly even proportions. From the scanner readouts, there was animal life, but nothing intelligent. 
Starbuck considered for a moment. 

"t' ll transmit our data on this planet, Athena. Then let's go in for a closer look." 

“Acknow ledged."' 

1t took only a centon to transmit the information their scanners picked up. Then, taking a deep 
breath and crossing his fingers, Starbuck sent his Viper into adive through the cloud cover. 
Athena followed. 

Their ships flew low over a wild, incredibly beautiful world. Scanners clicked away unheeded as 
their eyes roamed the deep green forests, the glistening blue lakes, the purple-and-sand coloured 


mountains. 


"There's a clearing, Lieutenant. Do you wish to land?" 


"Eirst-hand information is always best,'' he replied. ‘'Nothing hazardous apparent from here. Let's 
go down." 

In a few centons, they were walking on a cushion of thick grasses, lasers in hand. It was a rela- 
tively large clearing in the foothills of the soaring purple mountains. All around them, pointing 
skyward, were tall leafy trees, promising dark, cool shadows. The air was warm and moist, with a 
light breeze. In a few centons more, the sun of this planet peered out from its wispy cloud gar- 
ments. They had perhaps three centars before the sun would pass behind the mountains and darkness 


would fall. 
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"This would be a lovely place to stay,’' Athena murmured. 
"Yes, ic would be a beautiful place to live, if the Cylons don't find it. 


Starbuck didn't see the peculiar darkening of her eyes, or hear her whispered response. "Who said 
anything about living?" 


A slight tremor ran through the ground. After a centon, all was still again. 
"Well, scanners did report a lot of selsmic activity in this area. Nothing serious, though ."' 
"Did you notice,'' Athena asked distractedly, ‘the birds stopped singing just before the tremor?'' 


Starbuck thought a micron, then nodded. "And they're Just starting up again. Maybe they have a 
sense for it. It seems okay now. Let's see what we can find out before dark." 


"1'T] send word to the GALACTICA not to expect us for a couple of centars." 


"You don't want to stay the night? The GALACTICA'I! be passing near tomorrow.'' Starbuck smiled at 
her. "We haven't spent a night together In quite a while." 


Athena didn't look amused. She simply turned and walked back to her Viper. 

Starbuck mentally cursed the idiocy of his comment. Athena'd had no interest in the word games and 
teasing they'd once enjoyed for quite some time. However, he hadn't expected the flash of anger 
he'd seen in her eyes as she turned. 

"Athena?" he called after her. 

She turned. 'Lieutenant?"' There was cool detachment in her voice and eyes. 

"Uh, nothing. I'll start on ahead. Follow when you're ready." 

She nodded. 

In a few steps, Starbuck was under a living, rustling canopy. He waited a centon for his eyes to 
adjust, listening to the life around him. Leaves rustled in the breeze. Slight motions marked the 
places where small animals scurried away from his presence. Bird noises echoed above his head. 
Somewhere farther away, he thought he heard a call of some kind. Likely a predator, maybe a big 
one. He checked his laser before proceeding. 

It was hard to be alert for danger when his senses wanted only to delight in the world around him. 
He knew he was getting careless when a crawlon of some kind dropped in front of his nose, hanging by 
a thread, and he jumped back, tripping and sprawling full length in the dirt. Back on his feet, 
Starbuck dusted himself off and watched the insect run up the thread and disappear behind a leaf. 


He whirled at a delicate cough behind him, and was staring, chagrined, into Athena's slightly mock- 
ing blue eyes. She didn't say a word. 


"About time you caught up to me...'' he began. 

She raised her hand, a warning in her eyes. "Listen! No birds!" 

lt was true. The bird sounds had stopped. Another small tremor disturbed the ground. Not far from 
them, a tree lost purchase. They heard the crash as it fell, knocking down a smaller shrub and 


thudding Into the black dirt. A small cry sounded, weak and wounded. They ran. 


Under a heavy branch of the fallen tree, a smal! brown creature struggled to pull its wounded body 


free. Its cries were like those of a small child, hurt without knowing why or where the pain came 
from. The slim animal was bleeding, an almost-red fluid leaking from torn skin and spilling into 
the ground. A bone stuck free from one wound, broken and sharp. The youngling had not long to 
live. 


"Oh!" Athena's voice was a soft cry. She ran forward, distressed. 
Starbuck caught her wrist. ''lt might be dangerous! It's hurt! Wait!" 
She pulled free and dropped down next to the animal, gathering the small head into her lap. Light 


brown eyes blinked up at her, and another small whimper bled from its throat. Then the eyes glazed 
over, and the struggles ceased. 
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Starbuck felt a flash of grief. Poor thing! But they wouldn't have been able to help it. He saw a 
tear on Athena's face. She slowly lay the head on the dirt, then rose to unsteady feet. Smal] 
drops of the creature's blood stained her pants and one sleeve. He took her arm to steady her. 


She yanked free again, lips tight together, a few tears clinging to her eyelashes. She was angry. 
At him? Why? 


“We couldn't have done anything for it." 

She glared at him. 

"Athena?" ° 
"What do you care!?"' 

Starbuck stared, open-mouthed. Anger rose. He grabbed her arms. 


"Listen, Athena! It was an animal! We couldn't have helped it, anyway! Why are you acting like 
it's my fault the animal stumbled under a falling tree?" 


She sagged against him. He put his arms around her, suddenly sorry for his angry words. She was 
sensitive, always had been, and would naturally feel sad about the animal's death. 


Suddenly, she shoved him away. Starbuck flailed backwards into dirt and tree branches. 
"Hey yee 


Athena was running away from himl By the time he disentangled himself from the tree branches and 
was on his feet, she'd vanished into the woods. 


"Athenal'’ His call echoed, but there was no answer. Cursing, he made to follow her, wincing as he 
realised an ankle hurt. He'd caught it in the branches, probably twisted it a bit. Well, he'd 
have to walk the pain out, if Athena was going to be stubborn about it. He limped after her. 


Logically, Starbuck had no chance of catching her if she didn't want to be caught. With his 
sprained ankle, she would have no trouble outrunning him, and she had a world of places to choose 
from if she decided to hide. He stumbled along after Athena, hoping it was her trail he was follow- 
ing, and not some other creature's. He used his laser to mark the trail he followed. The last 
thing he wanted was to be lost here in uncharted wilderness with night coming. 


"Athena?" He stopped to rest a centon, half-hoping she would answer him. ‘Where are you? Damnit, 
woman, answer me!!! 


Only the wind responded. He froze. No birdsongs|! Again, the land quaked, stronger this time. 
Starbuck found himself sitting down very unexpectedly as the rock he'd been leaning against suddenly 
fell over. 


Ouch! Another sore spot to be careful of! lt occurred to Starbuck that if one wasn't careful, it 
would be very easy to die here. Falling trees, falling rocks, constant earthquakes, and likely some 
very fierce predators waiting for the unwary. Athena! In her flight, she might run headlong into 
some fatal danger! He turned his mind from an ugly picture of Athena lying whimpering and dying 
somewhere along the trail, and hurried on. 


Something large was rustling in the bushes just off the trail. He froze in his tracks. 


"Athena?" 

No response for a centon. Then more rustling. Suddenly, another of the small brown creatures broke 
from the underbrush, crossing the trail ahead of him, rushing in panic. Close behind it was a 
larger, tawny-coloured creature. Starbuck got en impression of sharp teeth, long claws, and strong 
muscles from the lean body streaking past him. Fortunately, the animal ignored him in the chase. 


Another centon, and a death squeal rang desperately through the forest. Starbuck shuddered as the 
sound died rapidly away. Then he ran. 


He thought he heard an answering cry, a scream that was definitely human, definitely female. He 
caught a glimpse of a pilot's uniform before the woman wearing it bolted again. 


He pulled up short, nearly running into the long, thick snake coiled in the path ahead. The reddish 
eyes stared hypnotically at him. He was unable to tear his gaze away. The snake uncoiled and moved 
closer to him. Somehow, he couldn't fire. It circled his ankle, drawing tight, stopping circu- 
lation. There were many more feet of the monstrous creature. He had a momentary glimpse of those 
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coils circling his body, reaching his throat, Strangling the life from him. 


Starbuck fired his laser. The snake flopped onto the trail. Sfidling around its dead form, he 
resumed the search for Athena, knowing she couldn't be far ahead of him now. 


The trail ended abruptly, in a maze of massive stone spread across an open plain in strange forma- 
tions. Completely overgrown with vines and grasses, they couldn't be seen from the air, but from 
between the stones it was obvious they were not naturally placed. These were the ruins of a com- 
munity -- non-human, but Intelligent. Some life form had placed these here. 


Athena had stopped as well. She was staring in awe as her fingers traced a carving on one wall. 
She didn’t even look as Starbuck approached her. 


‘They're ancient, they have to be," she murmured, animosity and fear apparently forgotten. ''They 
may even be as old as Kobol.'' 


Starbuck had to agree with her. ‘The ruins did look ancient. The stones were tumbled about, over- 
grown. What carving was visible, was weatherbeaten. Many of the stenes appeared to have been 
green; others had been dyed a green shade. The carvings were of plants and animals, of natural 
things from the land around them. It was a very peaceful, quiet place, and gave the impression it 
had always been that way. 


After a bit of exploration, the two Warriors found a broad plaza area, with taller groups of stone 
around it. They had no way of knowing whether this was the centre of the community or not, but it 
had probably been of importance. Here, the stone had borne the years less well. There were fallen 
pillars and large chips of rock everywhere. 


"Thousands of yahrens of unstable rocks. It's a wonder there's anything left at all," Starbuck said 
in a hushed voice. 


"| wonder what happened to the inhabitants,'’ Athena murmured. 


‘Too bad we don't have time for a thorough study. It doesn't look like the level of technology was 
very high."! 


"Maybe it's just an Outlying city. What do you think happened to the beings who lived here?" 


Starbuck shook his head. "All ! can guess is that [t was abandoned. There aren't any signs of fire 
or warfare. Of course, a few thousand yahrens could erase those signs...'" His voice trailed away 
as he realised Athena was paying him no attention. 


"Abandoned.'' She sighed, then looked up sharply. 


Sure enough, it was time for another quake. This was the most violent one they'd experienced on the 
planet. Several more pillars shook and fell, splintering on the ground. The Warriors kept their 
balance. In a centon, the tremor ended. 


Athena stared at one of the fallen columns. ‘It's as if the world wanted to get rid of the Signs of 
habitation. All wild, all natural, without sears of civilisation." 


‘Don't you think that's a little morbid?" 
She shrugged. ‘We don't belong here. The living don't belong on a dead world.'' 


Starbuck felt another cold chill along his spine. He couldn't shake a peculiar feeling... A feel- 
ing of what? Foreboding? He decided he'd feel better when they were back on the GALACTICA. Some- 
thing about Athena today disturbed him more than usual. It was as if she'd made a decision about 
something, in a way he wasn't going to like. 


"Let's see what else there is around here." He led the way back to the edge of the community. A 
large section of stone wall] had fallen near the trail, and more of it hung precariously near it. 
The quakes were doing their best to destroy the already ruined city. 


"I'm surprised there's anything left of this place,'' Starbuck commented, hoping Athena would Say 
something. The quakes must be an occasional thing, seasenal, maybe, or related to cycles of the 
sun or moons.'! 

oe Was No answer. Athena was staring at a section of rock that hung loosely, nearly over her 
ea 2 


"Athena?!! 
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"lt doesn't look very well anchored," she said softly. 'tt'll probably come down in the next 
quake.'' She made no move to stand away from it. Starbuck had the feeling she might very well stand 
there until the next tremor, waiting for it. 


He was taking a step toward her when a low grow! sounded behind him. He whirled, and found himself 
only a few yards from one of the large, tawny, toothy predators. its eyes were watching him in- 
tently and a long tail slowly flicked from side to side. 


Starbuck slowly reached for his laser. The creature growled again. He sensed its muscles tight- 
ening to spring, and threw himself to the side. One claw grazed his arm, slicing through his uni- 
form and the pressure suit beneath. A trickle of blood gathered, staining the brown a dull red. 


Athena's laser burned a line between Starbuck and the predator. Its attention turned to her. She 
was on one knee, weapon pointed at the animal, hands unwavering. Starbuck scrambled farther away, 
finally getting his laser free of its holster. 


The creature growled again, breaking a peculiar stillness. Starbuck's eyes widened, expecting a 
tremor. Athena didn't move. 


"There's a quake coming. Shoot it, Athenal Get out from under that wall!" 


She continued to stare down the animal. suddenly, it bolted, disappearing into the forest as rap- 
idly as it had appeared. A slight tremor loosened rock. 


"Athenal” 


Starbuck practically threw himself at the silent woman who knelt with death in her eyes, dropping 
his laser somewhere. He caught her around the waist, and was pulling her away from the rock over- 
hang when she began to struggle with him. 


"Get your hands off mel" 
A second tremor, building rapidly in intensity. They couldn't stay on their feet. 


As Starbuck fell, he saw the rock begin to topple. With a desperate surge of strength, he hurled 
Athena from him, out of range of the falling wall. He scrambled futilely as the stone collapsed 
above him, almost in slow motion. A large chunk of it struck his head, sending him spiraling into 
black unconsciousness. He lay still. The wall fell. 


* ze * * * 


Athena came to with a splitting headache. When Starbuck threw her out of the path of falling stone, 
he hurled her into the path of a falling tree. Head and trunk collided. Fortunately, there was no 
serious damage. ° 


The young tree lay next to her. Athena shook her head to clear it. From the shadows, nearly a cen- 
tar had passed. There was less than a centar left until the sun disappeared behind the mountains. 


Her eyes roamed to where a wall! had stood. Now, there was just a pile of stone rubble. She stum- 
bled closer. 


There was Starbuck. He lay half on his side, nearly buried in the rubble. His golden blond hair 
was matted reddish-brown in one patch. His face was pale. She couldn't tell if he was breathing or 
not. 


Panic welled up manentarily. Then she quelled it. What did it matter if he was dead or alive, she 
asked herself. After all, he was the cause of most of her problems, anyway. 


"Lieutenant?" She supposed she ought to find out for sure. She stumbled unsteadily closer and 
knelt at his side. 'Starbuck?'' Her fingers found a pulse in his throat, steady, but not as strong 
as it ought to be. She rocked back on her heels, face devoid of expression. What to do now? 


Well, she could always go back to her Viper, report what they had seen on the planet, adding the 
final notation that Starbuck died in a rockfall, saving her life. After all, how long would it be 
before that statement was true? Some measure of sanity or humanity in her rejected leaving the 
unconscious man to whatever fate the planet gave him. She'd have to wait until he died. 


Or she could hasten that death in the name of mercy. Her stomach protested at the thought of kill- 
ing him in cold blood. For one thing, he'd been her brother's closest friend. Once, he even of- 
fered to marry her, before Cassiopeia entered the picture. She still cared... 


No. Killing him would be too easy, after all she'd suffered since she'd known the easy-going Star- 
buck. 
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She'd have to make an honest effort to help him, letting fate determine his life or death. Quietly, 
carefully, she began to gather the rocks she could carry, pulling them from his body and setting 
them to one side. She owed Apollo's memory that much. Though how two such different men could be 
friends still eluded her. She'd considered the matter often since Apollo's death, and was never 
able to reach a conclusion. 


Starbuck was lucky. Somehow, the rocks had braced themselves together, hadn't crushed his body to 
a bloody pulp. 


Long centons passed before there was any sign of returning life. Then Starbuck groaned. His eye- 
lids fluttered, and he was staring blearily up at Athena. He smiled weakly. 


“Hi, beautiful." ; 
Lords, she hated the two-faced... 


Her grab at a stone was rough. He gasped as pain ran with lightning speed from a pinned leg through 
his body. His hand clenched tightly on her arn. 


"Sorry, Starbuck. 1 didn't mean to hurt you,"' she said. Her voice was almost gentle. Her hands 
were gentler as she tried again to shove aside the large rock. No good. The man looked to be in 
enough pain as it was, without grating his leg on a block of stone. 

He managed another smile. ''! didn't know if you'd be here when | came to,'' he said. 


She didn't smile. ''l almost wasn't." 


Starbuck refused to betray the shock he felt at hearing that. 'l'm glad you are. | wouldn't want 
to be here alone." 


"Certainly."' Her eyes were still blank, her face empty of feelings. Starbuck quelled the rising 
panic he felt. This woman might kill him; he could sense the possibility in her. Why? Equally 
important, how could he prevent it? 

''! can't raise these stones. They're too heavy.'' 

"Could you slice them apart with your laser?" he asked, after a centon. 


she shrugged. "Il probably could, but my laser's buried under the rocks. How about yours?" 


Starbuck looked around, trying to remember what he'd done with his weapon. "Damn | | think it's 
buried, too." 


They regarded each other for several centons. 
‘Is there anything else you can try?" 


She looked around, apparently intent on the scenery. "It's almost night. | wouldn't want to try 
anything dangerous in the dark. If a block slipped or something..." 


She didn't need to finish the statement. 


You'll have to go back to our Vipers, set a distress beacon. We'll need our survival packs. There 
are knives included, so at least we'll have weapons. A fire and some supper would be nice, too.'’ 


Telling her to go back to the Vipers might be his death Warrant, Starbuck realised. She may have 
been waiting for an excuse to leave him, but he had no other choice. This way, they'd wait until 
his injuries killed him or some wandering predator came by. He wondered how long it would be before 
the GALACTICA sent a search party, how long after that before they were found. 


Athena was apparently considering those possibilities, too. If she walked slowly, didn't get back 
until after full dark, got lost somewhere, leaving him to face darkness alone... She doubted the 
night stalkers would leave such easy prey unmolested for long. Just take her time, be sure of her 
path... 


she remembered the animal dying under the tree, crushed, remembered the bloody fangs of the predator 
tearing at the other smal! creature. She shuddered at the thought of Starbuck tom to bloody 
pieces, maybe before her eyes. No. That, at least, she would spare him. She knew she couldn't 
bear his dying screams. 


A twinge spread through Starbuck, radiating from somewhere near his stomach. Internal injuries? 
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Quite possible. The orangish creatures with fangs might never get a chance at him. 
"Athena, you'd better go now, so you don't have to wander in the dark." 

") don't want to leave you alone." 

‘Y'1ll be fine. Go, please. If we wait, it may be too late for me." 


She finally got to her feet, turning to walk down the trail. Starbuck watched her, feeling suddenly 
very alone. 


"Athena?" 

She turned, questioningly. 

"Be careful. %... Never mind. Please hurry." 

She nodded and vanished in the lowering dark. 

Starbuck sighed. He'd almost begged her to stay. He wasn't sure, but he thought he'd seen some- 
thing different in her face, something he hadn't seen in quite awhile. He hoped she would return. 


lf not, he hoped he didn't have to wait too long. 


* * * bd * 


in near darkness, a slender woman hastened silently along an animal trail. Athena carried two emer- 
gency survival packs, and already had one of the knives strapped to her thigh. She carried the 
other in her free hand. She was as cautious as it was possible to be in strange terrain at night. 
It took only a few centons to collect branches and get a fire started, nestled in ahollow sur- 
rounded by fallen stones... In the warm light, she took a good look at Starbuck. He was unconscious 
again, or sleeping, breathing naturally but shallowly. His face was paler than she remembered. She 
felt suddenly very protective of his still form. After all that had happened, how could being near 
him still affect her this way? 


Leaning over him, Athena dropped a light kiss on his lips. She pulled away as a hand reached up to 
stroke her hair. She stared into his blue eyes. 


"You do still care for me,'' he said softly, with a small smile. 

She jerked away, angry. ''Hah!"' 

Something sad touched his smile. 

"Caring for you has been my downfall, the downfall of anyone who lets you near them!'' 
His eyes opened wide, startled. 

"You aren't capable of caring for anyone, not the way we've cared for you!'' 

His face seemed to have greyed, as he stared, uncomprehending. 


"You don't care about me, you never did! All you love jis yourself! Even my brothers, oh, my 
brothers..." 


“What...?7"' He tried to sit up, but couldn't manage it. 


"That was your patrol Zac took! And Zac died! You might have made it, you had experience and skil] 
he never got!" 


A vision of a young man begging for that patrol floated before Starbuck. What answer could he give 
her? 


She almost screamed at him, eyes bright with tears and anger and fear, memories of haunting dreams 
torturing her. She gasped sharply. 


"Then Serinal You led the Cylons to her, to all of us! My brother's wife! How many deaths are 
yours from Kobol?!! 


Her words slashed his emotions, forced him to recall incidents he had only peripheral control of, if 
that much. The memories hurt. His breath caught in a sob. 
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"No... Athena, please..." 

‘Apollo!’ She shock her head, tears running, body heaving with sorrow. "You came back without him! 
How could you, Starbuck, how could you? He trusted you, he put his life in your hands more than 
once! You let him down, you let us all down. Why? You couldn't help him?" 

"Athena...!' His hands were clenched, nails biting into his palms as his teeth bit wounds in his 
lips. All the ghosts of the past were summoned with her words. ''Il did what | could! for him, for 


the others, always! Athena, please, don't...Athena...'' He was crying, too, as she ripped through 
his mind. 


"You didn't even care for me. | was just a pretty toy for you. You didn't even have the humanity 
to tell me it was over. Why, Starbuck? Why did you do this to me?" , 


He could only watch her cry, wide-eyed, miserable, stunned. 
Then she was screaming again. 


"You're responsible for my brothers, Starbuck! But you're not responsible enough to face me!"' 


"Then kill me!'' he managed to spit out. Anger and pain warred in his torn emotions. "Take your 
knife, and end both our miseries!" Then he was whispering. "One quick stroke, Athena. That's all 
it'll take. Then it'll be over. {| won't have to live with doubt or irresponsibility or indecision 
or fear. And you'll have sweet vengeance. For Zac, and Apollo, and Serina, and all the others. 


That's what you want, isn't it? Tobe rid of me? One stroke, and you and Cassie are both free of 
me forever.'! 


she was still, frozen, tears still flowing, looking shocked herself. 


"What?'' she breathed. 


"KI IT mel Take the knife. Across my throat, in my heart, it doesn't matter. I'l}! even help you if 
you can't hold it steady.'' Starbuck was taking a risk. Recklessly, he disregarded the odds that 
she would actually stab him. Hurt as he was, pinned down, he wouldn't be able to stop her. He 


didn't consider that he might not want to stop her. 

Staring, she slowly picked up the knife. !t hung limply in her hand. She moved closer to Starbuck. 
"Well, where do you want to cut?" 

Her eyes dropped to the knife. She dropped it. 

"Starbuck, | can't kill you,'' she whispered. 

“Why not?" 

"For what you've done to my family and me, ! can't find anything in me to forgive with. For what 
you mean to me, there's nothing |! can do to make the hurts go away. Why, Starbuck? What do | do? 


Tell me where ! stand, so |'ll at least know that much.'' 


‘You can't put yourself on my shoulders,'' he whispered. ‘You mustn't. You have to decide on your 
own what to do. You may not have another chance." 


She nodded, slowly. "So many kinds of death. Body, soul, mind. And so many kinds of prisons. 
Uniess | die here, too, or leave right now... But how can | leave you?" 


He laughed, quietly, bitterly. ''l wish | had the answers for you. It'd be easier for me, too." 

A slight tremor shock them. If it was similar to the earlier one, it probably heralded a serious 
quake. 

Inspiration struck Athena. ‘With a lever, if | try to push it, the quake might shove that block 


aside, and free youl!" 

Without hesitation, she ran for the nearest sturdy tree branch, ripping it free of the fallen tree. 
She wedged it between Starbuck and the block, ignoring his grimace of pain. A few more microns, and 
the second quake began. 

The block slipped aside. 


Athena stumbled. 
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A long splinter from the branch cut across Starbuck's leg. 


He gasped as the wood cut as deeply and dangerously as a knife. Blood spurted, staining his uni- 
form, the ground, the rock, and Athena's arm where she had fallen over him. A major artery, he 
thought. Frak! in less than a centon, Athena's face vanished. Starbuck saw only darkness. Then 
he saw nothing. 


Athena pulled away from the gush of blood, staring in horror as the Warrior's eyes closed. His face 
grew greyer. 


"Starbuck?" she screamed. "Nol Nol” 
She grabbed a survival pack, scrambling in desperation to form a bandage, a tourniquet, anything to 


stop the red flow of Starbuck's life. Crying, screaming, gasping, nearly blinded by tears and dark- 
ness, she tightened a bandage of some kind. 


"No, Starbuck, you can’t die. | love you, Starbuck. Please don't die, please don't die.'' There 
was nothing more she could do. She pulled his head onto her lap and quietly cried, exhausted, 
strained emotionally and physically. '"'! love you, Starbuck..." 

k OO ft * te 


Boomer and Bojay moved rapidly through the woods, Jolly and Hermes somewhere to their left. Their 
calls echoed unanswered. 


"Listen!'' Bojay held up his hand. 


The sound of a woman's sobs echoed low through the trees. The Warriors looked at each other and 
ran. 
"Forgive me, Starbuck. | didn't mean it, any of it.” 


Bojay lifted her chin. ‘What happened? Are you ali right?" 
Boomer checked Starbuck's pulse. Faint, but he was stil] alive! 


“Call the others. We've got to get him back to the GALACTICAI" He carefully picked up the pale 
form and ran for the shuttle. 


Bojay tried to get Athena to her feet. ‘Athena, are you all right?" he repeated. 


She looked up at him, crying. Her uniform was spattered with blood, torn and dusty. Caked red mud 
streaked her face among the tears. 


"Athena?" 
She collapsed into his arms. Bojay picked her up and ran after Boomer, into the darkness. 
The fire burned itself to embers, then died. 
x * x * 
Adama, Or. Salik, and Boomer stood in the Commander's quarters. 
"...the planet?" the Commander asked. 
"Beautiful, but deadly,'' Boomer replied. "Very unstable, apparently shifts in its orbit. Also, the 
sun is unreliable, frequent flare-ups, lots of radiation when it does. That's probably what killed 
off its original colonists. The inhabitants of the city don't appear to have been native to the 


worl|d.'"! 


"So we couldn't live there.'' 


'INo,!! 

Adama turned to Salik. ‘How are your patients?" 

“Starbuck's in bad shape. He lost a lot of blood, has numerous broken bones, lots of scrapes and 
bruises, some minor internal damage. But he should live. With therapy and good care, in a few sec- 
tons he'll] be as good as new. If he works at it, he shouldn't even have a limp from that crushed 


ank le. 
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"Athena, now, ! just don't know. She seems close to an emotional breakdown. She just lies there. 
At least !'ve got her na, and she doesn't get out of Life Centre until, or unless, she recovers,'! 


"You believe she will recover, then, Doctor?" 
"| have hopes, Commander." 
"Thank you, Salik. You may both go. 1! want to see my daughter." 


* * * * * 


Athena stared at the ceiling. The vision in her mind was of a dead Warrior on an alien world, her- 
self stained with blood that wouldn't wash off. She sighed. Starbuck. What had she done to him? 
She had to see him, to be sure he was all right. 


She gathered herself wearily to her feet, wrapping the blanket around herself, and padded barefoot 
into the next compartment, where Starbuck was. He had left the life tube the day before. She 


_ Walked to his bed and peered down at him. 


He seemed to know she was there, because he opened his eyes and regarded her silently for several 
centons. 


"Hello, Athena." 

"Hello, Starbuck. How are you?'! 

He smiled a little. "Better. How are you?'' 
She shook her head. 

"You saved my life, Athena." 

'"! almost took it myself." 

"But you didn't." 

Silence. 

"Athena, I've had a lot of time to think.!' 
"So have |." 


There's something | want you to know, first. You may have been right with some of what you said 
down there.'! 


"! had no right to say any of it." 

"You needed to say it. That's what was troubling you. There were things you weren't saying. Don't 
let that happen to you again. Things just eat away at you if you don't say what you think and 
feel." 

She watched si lently. 

‘Maybe | haven't treated you the best, but | never meant to hurt you. I'm sorry." 

"You don't have to say this." 

"Yes, | do. Athena, I've never been very good at this sort of thing, but | promise you, | swear to 


you, it's the truth. 1! care about you and for you. Maybe | even love you. But | care for Cassi- 
opeia, too." . 


''! love you, Starbuck. ! think | always will, in some ways." 
"t swear, Athena, !'1] always let you know where you stand with me. | owe you that much. I! owe you 
more, for so many reasons.'' A hand reached for hers. After a moment, she extended her hand and 


grasped his, tightly. 
'T need help, Starbuck. 1! can't face myself alone anymore. What can ! do?" 


"I! don't know. I'm not trained to know what to do. I'm too close to you, maybe I'm even the prob- 
lem. Let Dr. Salik help you. He knows how.'! 
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"I'm afraid, Starbuck."' She looked on the verge of tears. 


“Don't be. Let us help you. Let your father help you. We care for you, we all do. Me included. 
Athena...'' His voice died away. 


"ltl try, | really will. | just don't know if it's in time, if 1 can be helped, if there's any- 
thing anyone can do for me.'! 


"You'll have to do most of it yourself, but we'll help you all we can." 

They were silent, gazing into each other's eyes, searching for an answer. 

Adama and Salik entered the room. Starbuck's eyes were encouraging. Athena turned to her father. 
There was concern in his eyes. Concern, and love. Why hadn't she seen that before? A tear 
trickled down her cheek. Suddenly, she was crying. She ran into her father's arms, heedless of the 
slipping blanket, and he held her tightly. 

Adama looked at Or. Salik. 

The doctor was smiling slightly. 'l think we've reached her, Adama,'' the man said softly. 


Adama smiled back, stroking his daughter's hair. 


Starbuck dropped back to his pillow, sighing. He felt very, very tired. His eyes closed, and he 
slept. 


* # * * * 


Starbuck was nearly recovered. Leaning on Cassiopeia's arm, he made his first trip to the officers’ 
lounge. He quickly found himself guided to a table where Boomer and Jolly were already settled. 
His friends welcomed him profusely. 


"Well, you've finally come out of the woodwork again!'' Boomer said. “Hey, what's the story about 
the snake you met up with?" 


Starbuck laughed as he sat down, and Cassie rushed to the bar for ambrosia. "Didn't care for the 
relationship. Too constricting." 


Jolly groaned. 
“Mind if we join you?' 


Bojay and Athena quickly settled down at the table. There was a light in Athena's eyes that was 
part happiness and part mischievousness. She even managed a smile for Cassiopeia. 


During the second round, an alert sounded. 


UFrak!" 


The ambrosia was left untouched. Boomer, Jolly, and 8o0jay ran for their Vipers. Cassiopeia took 
off for Life Centre. Starbuck and Athena were left alone, still on sick leave. 


‘Well, you're looking pretty good,'' Athena said after a centon's silence. 
"You're not locking bad yourself, beautiful."' He smiled. 
"Lot of nerve, though, coming here on Cass's arm."' 


"And who'd you walk in here with? But it's nice to hear you and Cassie talking again, not to men- 
tion you speaking to a lot of other people, too.'' 


She laughed, and lifted her glass. "One battle is over. Now, it's time to resume the war!'' 
“Hoh 2 

"To us, Starbuck?"' She grinned impishly and drank. 

‘To an interesting war!'"' He matched her grin and joined her in the toast. 


And that was the way it stayed. 
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GUNNERY NOTES: K(Pertod)P(Pertod) 


(By Clyde Jones) 


When you're on, you're on. When you're off, you're still on. 


Emergency crew duty, | mean. Any time, day or ship's arbitrary night, when an alert sounds, you are 
on duty. | have shown up at Crash/Rescue promptly on the hoot of the hooter with my pipes, my spare 
blasting paste, and my skivvies, period. That's one reason we keep coveralls on hand; we don't wish 
to offend the sensibilities of the deck officer any more than we have to. Also, backing into a red- 
hot exhaust cone In your shorts is an experience to remember. In addition, we seem to get all the 
really “hot'' landings. 


1 know the C/R team in the other bay is competent. They wouldn't be there otherwise. ! have even 
seen the other crew chief correctly diagnose a burnt thumb and recommend ice packs. Not entirely 
asleep, there. Still, all the heavy damage cases come to us. | guess we are Just a bit better on 


our overall! record of saves. We sure try to be. 


We also burn out. The human mind can only stand so much rush and hurry, just so many burnt or 
crushed or mangled bodies, so much flying scrap metal. We burn out. One day a sectar, we have off. 
Totally and completely off. We retire to our caves or cages or rooms and turn off the hooters and 
ignore the ship. Well, we can ignore it. Usually, we still respond real quick to alerts, even 
then. But it Is vital to our sanity to know we have the option to hide, if we really have to. We 
can also get thoroughly sozzled the night before and enjoy the aftereffects. Even if there Is an 
alert, we have our back-ups there in case we are just too mummified to move promptly. 


That day, |! was mummified. Thoroughly. Completely. Happily. My body was operating on combustion 
processes Involving grain spirits, exclusively. | was a living fire hazard. I| was off duty. I was 
also awake. Staring at the ceiling. 

What the frak! 


| heard it again. Something buzzing a pleasant counterpart to my cortex's ambient noise. | hummed 
along with it, making a trio. Me, my cortex, the door annunciator. The door? 


| raised what seemed to be a hand and fumbled with the large button that connected the door-com. | 


got music. | got the lights slowly rising and fading. | got a nice cool draft of fresh air from 
the mini-forest on M deck. J got a vibrating massage. ! finally got the door. 
"'Gmmurph?'! 


"Sergeant Jones?" 

"G lurgnrumph.'' 

"Sergeant Jones, see yeu in there?" 

'Mrunghg. Frunk. Smulch. Wha?" 

"Say again, last transmission?" 

"Who dat?" I wasn't doing too well, ! guess. 

"Sir, this is the deck-watch second. You have K.P. duty." 


Faint messages crawled amongst my few functioning brain cells. My cortex had a feeling it didn't 
like what was about to happen. Something made a dim connection in the speech centres of my brain. 


'),. have.. what?" It must have come out sounding like the opening oratorio of an opera for rock 
crushers. 


"Eep. Er. Ah, sir, you have...'' 
"Who are you?'' | interrupted. 


"Sir, Sergeant Tollon, sir. The deck commander said..." 


"a 
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"Sergeant. Listen now, and listen good. | have the day off. Period. I have been scraping War- 
riors off the landing deck with my bare hands, and holding them together with prayer and sewing 
thread. | have a bloodstream that is flammable. ! have a headache. if | am forced to leave the 


safety of my bunk, the first thing | will do is rearrange your physiology with a Spanner. Scat!" 


"Sir, the machinery in the Warriors! main mess is down from the last Cylon attack, and we are short- 
handed. We have a lot of casualties, and need anyone off duty. You are officially off duty for the 
day, $o...erk.'' 


| had switched on the vision plate ! have rigged up for two-way between the inner chambers and the 
door. ' stared out at him. I must have looked like Sutek's revenge, revisited. He took one look 
at my bloedshot eye <-- glistening with murder -- and vanished down the hallway like a Viper firing 
from a launch tube. I returned to my stewed slunbers. 


For about ten centons. 


"Jones. Qpen up. This is the officer of the watch. Your animate remains are required for duty 
now." 


"Sir, with all respect, shove it.'' 1! turned off the com and rolled over. 
The next thing to annoy me was the direct command link. 

Jones .'' 

| turned a bleary eye upon the visage of my favourite ship commander. 
"Sir." 

"Haul ass." 


"Yes, sir.'' Anyone else, |! would tell off well and proper. Christopher, |! Just obey. He's one of 
the few people on this hulk | truly respect. But, someene was going to pay dearly for getting me up 
on a day like this. 


| must have caused a few cardiac arrest cases on my way to the Warriors' mess. | was wearing the 
singed and bloodspattered uniform !'d had on the day before. lt is missing half of one sleeve and 
several pockets, and was due for recycling somewhere along about last yahren. The only thing intact 
about it is the belt pouch assembly containing blasting paste, trigger beads, and the detonator. 
That pouch assembly is unmistakable. On a scarcely animate critter such as ! felt myself to be 
that day, it is cause for panic. It could open a large chunk of the ship to space, mishandled. 


That's one thing I'll never do. No matter how splifflicated | get, the stuff is treated with re- 
spect. The latch isn't complicated, but | have a very strong autohypnotic block against opening it 
when drunk. That Is one block | built well and carefully long ago. It works. 


All conversation ceased as |! stalked into the mess through the back hatch. | just stared at the 
mess chief -- stood there like a used gallows tree and stared. 


She just looked back, backing up slightly, then pointed to the mess line. | ambled over to the only 
open space, the one where the desserts are served. | picked up a large, wicked-looking kitchen 
knife and a serving scoop. i began to dole out the goodies. On a very turbulent stomach, ! began 
doling out sweet stuff. My epiglottis fluttered at the very thought of food. I held it in check. 


"Gee, Sergeant, |! never thought I'd see you here. You look kind of ill...'' |The young Warrior's 
voice trailed off. He looked at me; |! looked at him. I hated anyone who could be cheerful at this 
time of morning. Even if it was lunch. 


''Ils...something wrong?" Arion. That was his name. | palmed a confectionary sugar bead, just the 
size and colour of a detonator bead, and madé a pass like | was taking it from the blasting pack. | 
carefully and gently tucked it into the top of his mashed neem fruit -- which looks a lot like 
blasting paste. ! smiled at him, and rested my hand on the detonator box. He shuddered and beat a 
hasty retreat. Next victim? 


| found myself looking at the Commander. What? He usually messes down in officer-country. Gener- 
ally better for his health, considering what we generally get nowadays for food. “Aren't you going 
to cut the cake, Jones?" he asked. 


"Cake.'' It came out like a gentle expletive (deleted). 
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"'Cake.'' He seemed pleased with himself. And the chief cook brought out the cake. A birthday cake. 
Mine. 


I'd been had. 

Belatedly, | noticed that most of the Warriors at the front tables were ones’ | had dragged or 
blasted to safety at one time or other. Lords, what a bunch. You forget how many of our men and 
women nearly die each yahren. And how many do die. The survivors looked like half-a-squadron 


strong. And sprinkled in amongst them were a few survey types, scientists, officers, and others 
| (and my team) had salvaged at one time or another. And speaking of my team, most of them had come 
slithering in by the far door. 


What can you do in a situation like that? 


| just reached over to the Commander's tray, appropriated his mug of ambrosia, and raised a toast. 
"Here's to life. Yours, mine, everybody's. Let life and blood be our bond." 


"Lifei'" Lords, what a roar of voices! We drank, and my overloaded brain toppled into automatic. | 
don't remember much of the party that followed, except that it seemed to go on for a very long time. 
| do believe that fun was had by all. 


Those lucky Cylons. They left us alone for the day. Lords help them if they had broken up a good 
Warrior drunk-fest. 


| even got a few really nifty presents. If | only could figure out what some of them are... 
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"Revelations" 


(By Lee Gaul) 


A Colonial distress signal. | PEGASUS crewmen sprang into action. Only centons after it was first 
received, Major Electra was leading a squadron in a search pattern. Her wingman was Sergeant Akimi, 
the first Delphian woman to fly a fighter craft of any kind. Captain Orestes and Sergeant Falstaff 
flew back-up. 


The distress signa! originated from a small shuttle craft drifting aimlessly through a star system. 
The lone occupant was safely retrieved and brought back to Life Centre. 


"Il assure you, Helena, ! am In excellent health. Your pilots found me before |! sustained any in- 
juries. Or am! out of line to call you Helena?" 


"Certainly not,'' the doctor said, smiling, with Just a hint of a blush on her smooth cheeks. "You 
do look fine, it's just there are a few peculiar readings here..." 


"A minor malfunetion, I'm sure. You'll have it fixed in no time."" He continued to smile at her. 
She was definitely blushing, the deep pink complimenting her silver-blonde hair and blue eyes. 


Her smile dimpled wider. 


"Sire, if you feel up to it, Commander Cain would like to see you.'' Electra, too, felt the charm 
this individual was exerting. 


With a last magnetic glance at Doctor Helena, the man who called himself Baal followed Electra to 
the briefing room. The walk was over far too soon for her liking. Something about the sel f- 
assured, distinguished looking man set her pulse tingling. 


"Commander, you don't know how glad | was to see your pilots," Baal said, taking the initiative im- 
mediately, extending his hand to Cain. Having little choice, Cain shook his hand, then gestured to 
a chair. 


"Please sit down. Tell us what happened to you.'' Cain gave him half a mod and a smile, picked up 
his favourite riding crop, and sat down himself. 


The man smiled again and sat down. 


'My name is Baal. | was aboard a smal! freighter that somehow became separated from the GALACTICA's 
fleet. We were trying to get back to her when Cylons attacked. We couldn't defend ourselves, and 
we were soon in flames. With over half our people dead, the Cylons must have decided we were dead. 
We were in the middle of evacuation when the fuel tanks exploded. I| was aboard a shuttle, preparing 
for launch, so ! survived, but my bay was destroyed. | barely got out in time. | swung around to 
the other side, hoping to discover other survivors, but the ship disintegrated before | could reach 
anyone. {| sent out a distress signal. Only centars later, this enchanting Siress flew to my res- 
cue. | am eternally in your debt.'' The last comment was aimed directly at Electra. Her smile was 
glorious, and her stormy violet eyes were gleaming. 


"Just doing my job,'' she said. 


Cain felt there was something wrong with the story, but he didn't know what. ‘You were looking for 
the GALACTICA?" 


"Yes, we were lost. Fortunately, we have the coordinates for her final destination." 


"You have the coordinates of Earth?" Cain demanded sharply, as everyone in the room gasped and 
stared. 

“Why, yes. You've been lost so long, and we've gone so far. It's been yahrens since we've seen 
you.'' 


"Tt know...'! 
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‘I'd be glad to give you the location. After all, | owe you so much. You saved my life. | ought 
to save yours. There's no telling where you might go if you travel like this, with no goal, and no 
idea where you're going." 


Cain's hackles immediately rose. tn a back-handed manner, this man was suggesting Cain was an 
ineffective commander who didn't know what he was doing. 


''As Commander, !'m pleased to welcome you aboard. Orestes, show the man to his quarters.'' Cain 
asserted his authority. 


‘Is there a chance the charming Electra could lead the way? ! would dearly love to thank her again. 
And | may have news she'd be interested in hearing." 


Cain's manner darkened. “It'd be no trouble, Commander," Electra said hastily. 
With no logical reason to refuse, Cain nodded his assent. 


In a few centons, the room was empty. Cain sat at his chair, face shaped Into an uncertain frown, 
temper on the verge of flaring, slapping the crop against the table in a sharp rhythm. 


"What is it about this Baa] that doesn't ring true? Am | afraid to reach Earth and rejoin Adama? 
Am | so petty that | can't accept taking orders from anyone else, even when it's for my people's 
good?"' Thus he examined his thoughts for centars. 


* ® % % * 


"Your quarters, Baal,'' Electra said, gesturing about the small suite. "Are they satisfactory?" Her 
smile expected an affirmative. 


“Tell me about yourself, Electra." 

"What do you want to know?!! 

‘Tell me about your past. Where do you come from?" 

‘Well, that's easy enough,'' she said with a laugh. ''My brother and | were born on Taura. Mother 
belonged to one of the old ruling families of Caprica, but Father was from Taura. He died before we 
were born. Mother took us back to Caprica and raised us there. When we were of age, we entered the 
Academy . Later, we were assigned to the Fifth Fleet. When she was destroyed, we both escaped to 
the PEGASUS. We've been here ever since. How's that?" 

"You and your brother are very close?" 

"Yas ,!! 

"How long have you been Flight Commander?" 

Since we left the GALACTICA.'' 

Interesting story, and basically true." 

She looked quizzical. 

"Your father wasn't from Taura. He was a cheap wagerer from Caprica. Your mother left so no one 
would know she carried his child. The story about him dying is a lie. You've known about your 


father since you entered the Academy.'' His tone was lightly conversational. 


Electra was pale, lightning flashing in her eyes, wildly suspicious. ''How do you...? What are you 
talking about?" 


"Don't be uneasy. There are things | know." 


"It's none of your business to knowl Orestes and |! earned our rank and rights despite our unknown 
father!" 


"You know your father. You talked to him when you were aboard the GALACTICA, those yahrens ago. 
Your mother never stopped loving him, did she?" 


She couldn't take any more, and turned to leave. ''!l have rosters to prepare. 1 don't care to dis- 
cuss this with a complete stranger." 
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"I'm not a complete stranger, Electra.'' He caught her arm, spun her around, and stared deeply, hyp- 
notically, into eyes that had enthralled a hundred men in her life. 


The expression in his eyes was something completely different from charm or any pleasant emotion. 
What Electra saw, as best she could describe it, was greed -- basely inhuman greed. 


She pulled loose and ran. 


The pleasantly endearing smile dropped to a very cold, calculating expression, matching perfectly 
the animal in his eyes. 


* * * * * 


Electra wasn't sleeping well. Nothing seemed to help tonight. Her thoughts kept zeroing in on 
Baal. What was he? Who was he, to know so much about her? Something in her screamed "stay away," 
while another part of her was drawn irresistibly to him. What charm was he exerting? 

Finally she fell into sleep of a sort... 


% * we te * 


She was walking with three people, two men and a woman. They were all familiar, very familiar. The 
woman was an old friend, the men only acquaintances. But they all felt very dear to her heart. The 
four of them stood near the ruins of a shtp, a huge ship that had crashed in flames. 


She realised the others were talking, and she could hear their words, but they stared past her as if 
she didn't exist. They could neither see nor hear her. She was present in the song of the wind. 


Then, at the top of the hill, Baal appeared, commanding, angry, mocking. 


The dark-haired man defied him. Baal grew angrier, threatened him, then called to the woman. She 
refused to answer. Baal's anger became a mocking rage at what they dared. 


She could see the intent written like fire on his face. Baal was going to kill. in slow motion, 
she saw the power flaring from him, aimed at the woman, the dear friend. The dark-haired man 
stepped in front of her. The bolt of fire and death struck him. Still in slow motion, he fell. 
Baal laughed at their grief. He laughed, and threatened worse. 


For the blond man, it was raging grief that his closest friend lay dead, and he could do nothing. 


For the woman, the bitterest pill was that death had come for her, but another had taken death for 
himself, offering his own life in exchange. 


‘Baal's face changed, all its evil written unmercifully in howling mockery of a form that said 
"human...'' 


* * * * % 


Electra woke screaming. ''Apollo!l'' Shaking with fear and other emotions she didn't recognise, she 
ran from her bunk, threw up in the turboflush. 


"“Lords!"' she muttered, ‘What brought that on?" She was still shivering. Baal! She had recognised 
Baal. But they hadn't called him that. What was the name? 


Then a more important memory took hold. Shebal The woman was Sheba! Electra stood stock-still, 
reliving the dream. Left behind with the GALACTICA, had it been a portent of something happening to 
Sheba? The women had been close friends, as close as Sheba had on the PEGASUS. 


She remembered Apollo now, and the other man. Apollo was the Flight Commander, and the Commander's 
son. The other man was Starbuck, who reminded Cain of her and her twin. Not surprising. 


Had she seen Apollo's death? 


Where did Baal fit in? Why had he killed? lt seemed so impossible, so unlike him. Yet that last 
expression she'd seen in his eyes... 


“Just a nightmare,'"' she said determinedly, and returned to her bed. Knowing intellectual ly that it 
was a dream didn't help stop the quivering in her stomach or the edge of terror haunting her mind. 
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Finally, she slept again. And Sheba returned, to walk and talk with her, and ask a final favour. 


* * * * te 


Today's briefing was in the larger briefing room, with com hook-ups directly to all the ships in 
Cain's fleet. Everyone had a right to know what Baal would say today. If he was revealing the path 
to Earth, they were all interested. 


Cain was already ensconced in his chair. His bridge officers had taken their usual positions, while 
Electra and her Flight Captains took up the remainder of the space. 


The only person missing was Baal. He took his time arriving at the briefing, insuring a grand en- 
trance where all] eyes would be on him. When the door finally swished open, Baal entered, in the 
white robes of a Councilman. 


Cain frowned. The robes were an open declaration of his right to command in a civilian position. 
Warriors were oath-bound to obey the civilian government. 


"Greatings, Commander, officers, Warriors." Baal's smile was wide, regal, touched with conde- 
scension. 


Cain forced himself to smile in return. "Greetings, Baal. ! trust you slept well?" 
"As well as could be expected." 


"You mentioned yesterday that you have information which may be important to us. Would you care to 
address this gathering?" | 


'"t would dearly love to, Cain." He turned to face the assemblage. Whispered conversations were 
quickly shushed, until they stood in absolute silence. 


"Children of the Colonies and the Delphian Empire, greetings. As you know, | am from the GALACTICA. 
| know her destination, her goal. You took me in when’ 1! was lost. | now offer to lead you to 
Earth. | wouldn't presume to override your Commander, but ! am a Counci Iman. 1 ask only the 
respect due my position." 


Cain felt a sour taste in his mouth. How long until Baal tried to command openly? His stubborn 
streak was rising. He tried to push it aside. This was for the good of his people. 


Baal's eyes travelled the group; hopeful eagerness flashed in nearly every face. For the Colonials, 
it was a chance to rejoin their people. For the Delphians, a chance to begin again on a new world. 
He was satisfied. They looked to him for guidance. 

Cain rose. "You've heard Sire Baal. Any comments, questions, or opinions?" 

(Let me speak, now!) 

(Why 2) 

(1f not now, it may be too late!) 

(Speak.) 

Electra stepped forward. ''! take issue with some of the good sire's statements." 


Even Baal looked surprised. ‘What disturbs you, Electra?" The tone was a caress. 


"The GALACTICA would have nothing to do with you. So you seek other victims. You try to claim the 
PEGASUS."' She shook her head. ''No. If |! can prevent you, | will." 


Murmurs of surprise were floating through the audience. Even Cain had raised his eyebrows. 
"Why?" 

"You have called yourself Iblis." 

Rage nearly burst its bonds. ''My name is Baal!" 


"You are also Iblis. You killed on the GALACTICA, and they rejected you. Apollo knows you. ! know 
you. You tried to kill me.'' 
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The rage was apparent now, a towering fury the others drew back from. Electra faced Baal nearly 
alone. OQnly Orestes stil! stood next to her. 


"You're dead! How did you come here?" 
"By the grace of God and love of woman, to save my father's soul!'' 
"i'll destroy you,’ he hissed. 


She shook her head. "You can't. ! am beyond your touch, and this woman has never been yours. 
Kill, and you are damned again, and you lose this ship as well.'! 


"Damn youl"! 
"No, Iblis. You lost me." 


Cain watched in fascinated horror, strange realisation sinking into his stunned brain. This had to 
be... 


"Maybe |! can't touch you, Sheba, but | can still destroy Apollo! 1 swear one day he will bow to me, 
or he'll beg for a death !‘'1I1 never grant himt"' Baal/iblis raged at her, threatening the man he 
knew she still loved. 


“For you, he will do neither."' Electra/Sheba was calm, though the woman's blood ran in quick fear 
of his power. 


"We shall see, child, we shall see. | won't have to kill. My touch can do other things to the 
woman you're using.'' 


Electra felt fear, ley fear. 


Baal/Iblis flung a bolt of sheer terror at her. She opened her mouth to scream at the hell he 
Opened to her eyes. Then the fear was gone... 


And Orestes screamed. He'd stepped between his sister and Baal. Now, shaking, screaming, eyes wide 
and staring at some distant madness, he dropped to his knees. 


Electra/Sheba saw Orestes/Apollo fall before Baal/Iblis, victim of evil, taking the punishment meant 


for her. A tearing pain ran through every nerve. Her brother was dead. Her mind plunged grate- 
fully into oblivion. 


Pale faces stared in horror. Major Electra dropping, Captain Orestes on his knees, Commander Cain 
gripping the table, knuckles white with the need for support. 


Then, between Baal/!blis and the fallen Orestes, white flame sprang up. It tock the formof a 
woman, clothed in white, hair and face and form glowing like the gods themselves. ''No, Iblis, you 
will harm no one here any further. | can prevent you now. You've overstepped the limits set for 
youl'' 


Iblis stepped back. _He bared his teeth as though to spit a curse at her. Then, for whatever reason 
he had, he vanished. 


Sheba?" Cain's voice was a whisper. He didn't dare release his grip on the table. 
“Father.'' The woman's voice was sweet, gentle, and loving. "Il love you, Father." 
"! love you, Sheba. But...how...? What...? Is it true?" 


She nodded. "As you knew me, | am dead. 1! was granted a short while to come to you, but now | have 
to go. I! wish | could stay longer, but my duty is done. Remember that |! love you, Father!"' 


Then she vanished. 


Sheba? Shebal'' Cain called into the silence. There was no response. His eyes were wide, Staring, 
with a trace of the tears he would never shed in public. His shoulders swayed slightly, the only 
weakness he might acknowledge. Cain knew his daughter was dead, and he mourned. 

Or. Helena rushed to the fallen Warriors' sides. 


by * * * * 
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Even oblivion was no protection. Finally Electra dragged her mind from the hidden depths it'd fled 
to. She opened her eyes in Life Centre. Dull pain throbbed through her mind. Her eyes filled with 
tears at the memory. 

"Did it have to be you, Orestes?'' she whispered. 


Someone heard her soft cry. In a micron, Or. Helena and the Commander stood over her. She stared 
back at them, heartsick. 


Cain smiled and took her hand. "Welcome back. How soon do | get my best Flight Commander back?" 
His voice was gentle. ''You've been out of it for three days now." 


She wasn't even amazed. She sighed. ‘What about Orestes?" 


Helena gestured across the ward. ''He's going to be all right. It'll be a while before he's back in 
a Viper, though. Baal really tried to scramble his mind. But he'll be fine." 


"Is she awake?'' demanded a tremulous voice. She recognised her brother's tones. 
"Orestes?'' She didn't even try to stop the flow of tears. ''l was afraid you were dead!" 


"! wondered for awhile if |! wouldn't have been better off.'' The pale young man shuddered. ed 
didn't realise there could be so much evil in anything. What he showed me wasn't nice..." 


"But you're all right?" 


"As soon as | get rid of this tremble.'' He held out a hand, fingers shaking unsteadily. She had to 
laugh. He could always make her laugh. 


"Electra, you'd better lie down again. | don't want you getting too excited,'' Helena admonished 
her. "You, too, Orestes." 


Cain spoke again. ''What happened, Electra?" 


"| saw Sheba. lt must have been in a 
dream. | saw what Baal did when they 
first met. He's evil, completely 
evil. He would have destroyed us if 


he'd gotten a chance. Sheba asked if 
| would let her speak through me, to 
show everyone what Baal was, what he 
could do. Is it true? Sheba's gone?"' 


Cain's smile was pained. "She may be 
dead, but she's not gone. My daughter 
will never be gone.'' 


He couldn't help himself. He grabbed 
Electra in the tightest hug he was 
capable of. "!'ll talk to you again 
later. For now, just get some rest." 


Electra smiled and settled back on the 
pillow. 


Cain turned away. The knowledge hurt. 
But, thank the Lords, his daughter was 
happy. 


And maybe she would even come back 
again. 





i ‘ iA @ non-profit quarterly 

i publication dedicated to the 
proliferation o% acience #ic- 
tion and Yantecyu art and Li- 
Lercture. He feature prose, ro- 
etry, songs and art ct botlr 
aertous and comic nature, and 
works both original and deri- 
vate in neture. 


ALE submissions are needed and 
encouraged, 40 tong aa they 
remain basically PG in nature. Our primary. purnose is entertainment. 





Very few copies of issue #1 are available as of this printing. Con- 
tents include: Part One of Jouble Paradox, a Star Wars based novel by 
jary Jean Holmes; "Mating Flight," a Pern-based tale by Todd and Judy 
Voros; "Who Seeks Retribution" an original fantasy by Mary Wood; art, 
poevcry, filksongs, short fiction and more. 


Contents of issue #2 include: "Munday" by E. Michael Blake; "Transfer 
Student" an original SF by Kathryn Sullivan; "The Cult of Diomedes," 
a tale based on the Shadow radio drama by Larry J. Juliano; Part Two 
of double Paradox and much more. 


Issue +3 includes: "Doctor Who and the Energy Beam," by Paul Gadzikow- 
ski; "Seren," a Pern-tale by Joy Harrison; Part Three of Souble Paera- 
dox, plus assorted articles, shorts, editorials and such. 


Issue #4 should be ready for sale in mid to late December '81. Sche- 
duled contents include: "A Promise Made," by Judith Ann Gaskins; "Sha- 
dow, Gremlins and Murphy's Law," an original SF humor by Karen Pauli; 
"A City on its Knees," the third of Larry Juliano's Shadow stories; 
and (finally) the conclusion of double Paradox. 


Issue #5 is slated for publication in February of '82. Submission 
Geadline is January 15, 1982. Already scheduled for publication: "Ef- 
fort Under Fire," an original SF by Kenneth Goltz; a segment of "The 
Plato Patrol," written in part by Bill Roner; and (after consideration 
and much pressuring) Part One of 4 Chance to Live, second of the edi- 
tor's three SW novels. 


Issue =6 is presently intended to be an all Star Wars issue. Submis- 
Sion deadline is April 15, 1982, with vublication due in mid to late 
May. 


Price: Issue #1 $4.00 in person, $5.50 via mail. 
Issues #2,3,&4 $5.00 in verson, $6.50 via mail. 
@ll checks MUST be made payable to Mary Jean Holmes 


For further information or to submit, write. 


Shadowatear 

c/o Mary Jean Holmes 
3140 W. Howard Ave. #10 
Milwaukee, WI 53221 


please include return postaze if return of submissions is desired 






» 
z=) 

.) 

ye ar) \ . 


MM! 
my ] 
. \ 5 


. 
‘ 
hh 

| 

ei 


FIRST MISSION 


! a. Kj | j : 


| 





meen EE 


‘ i 178i 


- 
Y — 


37 


"First Mission’ 


(By Gene Hermsen) 


Four young Warriors had been assigned the dangerous, almost suicidal mission of taking the Cylon 
command post. Captain Troy, In charge of the mission, looked back at his small command -- Sergeant 
Dillon, a sturdy kid he knew he could count on to the end; Cadet Hera, a dark-haired, wide-eyed, 
nervous girl who clung tightly to her laser; and Cadet Ramses, a handsome dark-skinned youth, still 
an unknown quantity. 


Troy peered carefully around the corner, scanning for the metal enemy that could be waiting for 
them. They had to reach thelr cbjective, whatever the cost; if they failed, the GALACTICA herself 
might pay the price with her destruction. 

Footsteps! Troy jerked back, pushing Hera Into the shadows. Darn nervous cadets! Why couldn't 
they give him more experienced personnel for something this vital? Dillon and Ramses quickly van- 
ished into the nearest doorway. The foursome waited, breaths held, lasers ready, hoping they 
wouldn't be discovered. 


No such luck. The footsteps turned into the corridor they were hidden along. Troy raised a hand, 
the agreed-upon signal. As the creature came closer, his fingers clenched into a fist. 


The enemy was almost beside them! Thank the Lords, it wasn't expecting trouble, or it would have 
been more watchful. 


Another step. Troy's hand dropped, and four Warriors sprang from ambush to destroy the single Cylon 
sentry... ; 
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After three days in Life Centre recovering from a severe bout of Sagittarian flu, Starbuck was not - 
yet back at full strength. He ignored the four whispering children crouched along the wall -- until 
they suddenly sprang at him, toy lasers buzzing furiously. 

"What?!' he sputtered a moment later, staring up from the floor at four elated young faces. 


‘We got him!" yelled the excited little girl. Hmmm, that one was Nestor's girl. The boys, he also 
knew -- Boxey, Aquarius, and Ramses, a trio of troublemakers if ever there was one. 


Boxey stepped forward, looking most solemn, and planted one foot square on Starbuck's chest. ‘''You 
are dead,'' he announced. 


"Huh?" 

"You're dead." 

‘Oh? So how come | can do this?" Starbuck sat up suddenly and grabbed "Captain Troy," pulling him 
to the floor. Ramses and Dillon let out outraged yells and jumped on top of him, again knocking the 
weakened Warrior flat. 


"You shouldn't do that when you're dead!" the girl protested. 


‘Why not?"' he asked breathlessly, when none of the boys showed any signs of getting off his already 
damaged body. The girl shifted on her feet. 


''*Cause you're a Cylon sentry, and we just killed you,'' she said, her wide, innocent blue eyes ap- 
pealing to him. 


Why 2"! 


‘We're on a missiont!'' announced Boxey. We've got to capture the Cylon command post before the GA- 
LACTICA comes in range, and we couldn't let a Cylon sentry find us!'' 


‘'T'm not a sentry,'' Starbuck insisted, hiding his smile at the three serious faces nedding in agree- 
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ment with Boxey. This put them into a quandry. 


ae what are you?" asked the little girl in puzzlement. She couldn't be more than four, Starbuck 
judged. 


"Ummm... I'm a Colonial Warrior the Cylons captured, and you've just rescued me. Can |! help you 
take the command post? | know where ft Is,'' he said enticingly. Starbuck had decided to join the 
game. 


"Sure!'' Dillon yelled eestatically. It was his opinion he didn't see enough of Starbuck anyway. 
'We can take him along, can't we, Captain?" he asked, looking anxiously at Boxey. 


Boxey looked doubtful. ‘Well, | guess so. But I'm the Captain, and you're just a lieutenant,'' he 
warned Starbuck. ‘''You have to obey me.'' 


Starbuck nodded solemnly. ‘Of course, sir." 


Boxey efficiently holstered his laser, then did a quick scan of the corridor. "I don't think anyone 
Saw us carry out this rescue mission, but we have to move along. Our prime objective ts still the 
command post, and we've only got twenty centons left before the Fleet comes in rangel'' With that 
reminder of passing time, ''Captain'' Troy led the way along the corridor, with "Sergeant" Dillon, 
"Cadet'' Ramses, ''Cadet'' Hera, and Lieutenant Starbuck following close behind. 
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"All scanners show clear,'' Omega announced firmly to Ara, who had the next shift. All over the GA- 
LACTICA bridge, men and women were handing their posts to replacement officers. 


Scanners clear, continuing scan of Beta Quadrant,'' Ara replied, equally formally, after a check of 
all scanners. Then she smiled and slid into the seat Omega'd vacated. 


Colonel Tigh nodded approvingly and turned his attention to the reports coming in from the agroship. 
Even watching officers go off and on duty was better than watching stuffy politicians take a grand 
tour of an orchard. 


Omega stretched hugely, then took two steps and ducked under the rail to join Athena, Rigel, 
Thutmos, and a handful of other personnel going off-shift. It was Rigel's birthday, and Athena and 
Omega had prepared a small surprise for her. By now, everyone else was probably in Athena's quar- 
ters, with decorations spread and ambrosia opened. 


Even the Colonel had promised to stop by for just a few centons, as soon as Commander Adama took the 
helm. 


Tigh couldn't take it any more. With a decisive gesture, he sent the grandiose speech of Sire Uri 
into oblivion. Athena winked up at him; he winked back. Then something caught his eye. 


Colonel Tigh strode down from the command deck and crossed the bridge in a matter of microns. The 
scattered crewmembers watched in confusion. 


"Starbuck, what are you doing creeping around the bridge of this ship? Were you released from Life 
Centre, or did you escape?" Tigh asked, quite pleasantly. 


The Warrior behind the screen slowly rose from his hands and knees. Starbuck didn't even have the 
grace to blush, despite knowing all eyes were locked on him in puzzlement. He grinned sheepishly. 


Then fury erupted, in the form of four small children, led by the Commander's grandson, suddenly 
springing from behind the panel. 


"They got Starbuck!'' Boxey yelled. Buzzing filled the bridge as four toy lasers began firing wildly 
at the astonished bridge officers. 


Tigh stared in consternation. ‘What the blazes...?" 


‘We just captured the bridge," Starbuck informed him. ''Humour them, Colonel. If you don't, they'll 
probably sit on you." 


The group heading for Rigel's surprise party caught on first, being already in a festive mood. 
Omega suddenly pulled an imaginary laser and dove for cover, making laser noises. 


Athena wasn't fast enough. With a dramatic ery, she threw herself to the deck and lay still. 
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Thutmos was more theatrical. The tal! black man also died, flinging himself to the deck with a 
laser burn through his heart, but he ‘'died'' for the next five centons, while Ramses stood over his 
wriggling body and laughed. 


Rigel wasn't going without a fight. She jofned Omega behind the cover of the command deck and also 
began making laser sounds, buzzing gleefully as she took aim at Boxey. 


Omega scored a hit. Dillon suddenly yelped and fell on top of Athena. A whoosh of air showed she 
wasn't quite dead yet. 


Tigh stared, open-mouthed. All this action had taken less than a centon. Starbuck tapped his 
shoulder. ''They're just kids, sir." 


Tigh glared, then whirled back to his bridge crew. ''All on-duty personnel, maintain your posts! 
All off-duty officers, please vacate the premises! But, first...'' He spun again and buzzed Star- 
buck in the ribs.  ‘''Gotcha!"” 


Starbuck Taughed and took a dive, dying at least as well as Thutmos. 

Most of the off-duty personnel were now legally ‘'dead.'’ Hera was protesting to Rigel that she 
couldn't be dead. Boxey and Omega had a grand duel, resulting in both of them wiping each other 
out. Thutmos was stil! dying, and Ramses died laughing. 


"Ahem,.'' 

The voice of Commander Adama echoed on the suddenly silent bridge. On-duty crewmembers were in- 
stantly engrossed in their consoles. From various contorted positions or hiding places, several 
people rose shamefacedly to stand at attention. 


‘Colonel, might | enquire what is going on here, that |! find my bridge the scene of such...carnage?'' 
Adama inquired frostily. 


Tigh looked pointedly at Starbuck. ‘lt seems, Commander, that this command post was attacked by a 
group of children. We were merely protecting ourselves from being overrun." 


Starbuck didn't dare say anything as Adama glared at him. He tried to comfort the weeping Hera, who 
still insisted she couldn't be dead, as Rigel couldn't aim. 


You were overrun by a group of children? How, may | ask, did they get by our security?'' 


''No problem, Grandfather,'’ Boxey piped up. ''There wasn't any. We took C-corridor. There's never 
anybody there." 

Adama was taken aback. He turned his attention to Starbuck. The unhappy Warrior nodded. ''Com- 
pletely empty, sir. We didn't meet a soul. Hush, Hera, it's all right, you're still alive." 


"Tigh, make a note to discuss bridge security -- soon." 

Colonel Tigh nodded. They were actually getting off this easily? Hmmm... 

"Starbuck, take your dead and dispose of them elsewhere." 

Certainly, Commander. Everybody up!'' 

That's my job, Starbuck! You promised! You said you'd obey orders!" 

"Oh, sorry, Captain Troy. What are your orders?" Starbuck asked, apologising immediately. 

"Let's get off this base before it blows up! We've got to get back to the Fleet!'' Boxey's voice 
ended in a whoosh, as he extended his arms and dashed like a Viper heading for maximum thrust. 
Dillon instantly "whooshed" after him. Starbuck merely walked, carrying Hera, who'd had quite 
enough of Warrforing for one day. Ramses ran along with his father Thutmos, telling him al! about 
the mission. The other off-duty personne! quietly stopped being dead and decided to go to the par- 
ty. They managed to smother their giggles and guffaws until they were out of the Commander's hear- 


ing. 


Adama watched them leave, brow furrowed in a frown. The bridge was suddenly very empty, very quiet. 
"Tigh?" 


"Yes, sir?" 
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"They actually reached the bridge without being spotted?" 
"Unfortunately, yes." 


"We really do have to discuss bridge security." 


Several snickers floated up to the command deck. "Yes, sir,'' Tigh replied, perfectly deadpan. 
"Later. l've got the helm, Dismissed.'"' 

"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.'' Tigh strode rapidly toward the turbolift. 

“Oh. Tah? 


The Executive Officer looked back. ‘''Sir?'' 
"Wish Rigel a happy birthday for me." 
"Yes, sir!'' Tigh said with a smile. 


Adama smiled as well, shaking his head, then very quietly punched in the code for the blueprints of 
the battlestar GALACTICA. The next time Boxey tried this stunt, Adama would be ready! 
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A COSMIC ANTHOLOGY 


OUTLANDS is a new anthology series from Pandora Publica- 
tions, with a proposed debut publication date of July, 
1982. 
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sultation and approval of the writers. 


Stories should.be typed, double-spaced, on one side of the 
paper - though this isn't a necessity. Neatly handwritten 
manuscripts will be accepted. Poetry should be either typed 
or handwritten neatly on one side of the paper. All poetry 
must be titled. 


Submissions accompanied by illustrations will be accepted, 
providing the illustrations are camera-ready art - that is, 
art which requires no enlarging or reducing, contains no 
half-tones, has been rendered in black ink or similar medi- 
um, and is no larger than 7" by 9", Illustrations are not 
necessary for acceptance or publication. You are asked to 
be judicious in the number of illustrations submitted with 
each poem or story or article. Pandora Publications re- 
serves the right to limit the number of illustrations per 
submission. 


Contributors are requested to submit a brief thumbnail 
biographical sketch with submissions. A stamped self-ad- 
dressed envelope must accompany all submissions if the 
writer or poet wishes the original returned. 


Submissions for OUTLANDS should be sent to the editor - 
Barbara Fister-Liltz at PANDORA PUBLICATIONS - 8601A, West 
Cermak Road - North Riverside, Illinois 60546. 


OQUTLANDS - the only limitations are those of dreams and imagination. 
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"Visit Through a Dark Star'' 


(By Doris Fishbein) 


Lieutenant Zaccariah of the battlefrog DEMENTIA repressed his usual shudder of disgust as he studied 
his Gnat, the ugly ship so unlike the beautiful, streamlined Viper he'd flown before the fateful 
battle that destroyed the Colonies. Now, he was reduced to Flying whatever he could get his hands 
on -- and on this ship, it meant a Gnat. So Zac (as his friends called him) had set himself to be- 
coming the best Gnat fighter pilot available. He was close to success. 


A furtive figure slunk from behind the far edge of the metal hulk of the Gnat. 


"it's all right, Smith! it's just me, Zac!'"" he quickly called out, to avoid being conked on the 
head with the heavy wrench the big man always carried. Smith was an excellent Gnat technician, but 
he had a terrible fear the Cylons would one day sneak in and make off with his beauties. He also 
believed the sole reason a pilot existed was to injure his ships. 


But at Zac's words, the heavy-set technician shrugged and vanished back Into the shadows. Zac shook 
his head. The way this ship was run... Sometimes he wondered if it was worthwhile trying to main- 
tain his mental equilibrium. 


He banished those considerations and turned his mind to the mission at hand. A black hole beckoned 
from nearby space, and Lieutenant Zac would be taking his Gnat in for several close passes and a 
number of assorted scientific readings. The astrophysicists on the DEMENTIA seemed to delight in 
creating redundant, useless missions to keep the crazy Warriors occupied. Now, they wanted to know 
if there was anything strange about this particular black hole. 


Zac limped over to his Gnat. The synthetic parts in his left leg worked as badly as everything else 
on this "battlestar," but his hand hadn't failed him yet, and the doctor still was an excellent cos- 
metic surgeon. The scars from his burns had healed, for the most part. 


He climbed carefully into the cockpit and revved up the engine. A moment later, the ungainly craft 
blew free of the launching bay and was In free space. 


Zac sighed in relief at surviving another launching, then set his course for the black hole. 


The first pass went quite smoothly. Zac adjusted his scanners for the second pass and swung his 
Ship around. Smith had been working on it. The unusually responsive Gnat promptly threw itself on- 
to a direct course for the centre of the celestial phenomenon. 


"Oh, frak!'"' screamed the appalled pilot. Instinct kicked in immediately, and he struggled with the 
controls, trying to pull away from the collision-course heading. 


The ship responded, more to Zac's sudden run-through of every profanity he knew than to any thing 
else. It began to turn away -- only to find the tugging of the tremendous gravity of the black hole 
too much to overcome. Lieutenant Zac and his Gnat swung on a madly careening course through the 
event horizon. Space suddenly warped and twisted wildly around him, and the young man sent a des- 
perate, final prayer to any deity who would respond. Then the forces at work overcame him, and he 
lost consciousness. 


When Zaccariah found consciousness returning, he was drifting freely and aimlessly through a com- 
pletely unfamiliar sector of space. All the stars were out of place for any star chart he'd ever 
seen. Also around him, he noticed, was debris -- lots of it. Something had exploded not too far 
from here. 


A double check showed his Gnat was still intact, so it must have been some other ship. 8ut what 
ship was it? Where was he, for that matter? And how was he going to get home again, if the DEMEN- 
TIA could be called home? 


For lack of anything better to do, Zac began a scan of the area, on the off chance there were sur- 
vivors. He turned his scanners to a narrow, closed-area search for life forms in the immediate 
vicinity. Nothing even remotely human showed up, but there was an unusual something else making his 
scanners jump. He began a visual search. 
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"Hmmm,'' he thought aloud. "The only thing out there is that flabby, orangish-coloured mass of some- 
thing with two appendages. Well, I'll pull it im. Maybe there's some way to communicate with it. 


Grappling bars carefully circled the still-wriggling, flabby, orangish-coloured mass of something 
with two appendages, then pulled it into the small hold of the Gnat. Zac studied it as it lay 
there, still wriggling, still orangish-coloured, still with two appendages, about the size of an 
oversized triad ball -- if you deflated it. 


"If it could survive deep space, it'll survive ‘til 1! get back to the DEMENTIA. If ! get back to 
the DEMENTIA."' The lost pilot stared at his surroundings. Nothing looked any more familiar than it 
had a few centons earlier. 

Fate intervened. The effect that permitted Zac to be pulled from the event horizon of a black hole 
into the vicinity of an exploding starship now twisted and snapped back on itself, insisting on tak- 
ing the Gnat and its human occupant back with it. The colourful warping of space around him sent 
Zac's stomach into convulsions and started his head spinning dizzily. He gave up after a centon, 
welcoming insensibility. 


A pounding headache and an insistent call from the Gnat pacing him brought Zac back to life. Huh?" 
he asked groggily. 


"Will you wake up, you idiot? Oh, don't be so hard on him, he barely got clear of that thing. So 
what?" 


"Oh, hi, Tribblia. Where am 1?'' 


‘Nowhere in particular, but your scanners should show the DEMENTIA off to our right. You're over- 
shooting badly on your approach pattern. Will you get your wits together?" 


Typically Tribblia, he thought. ‘How'd | get clear? | thought I'd bought it for sure." 


‘'How should we know? You dropped off our scanners, and we thought you were gone, but then you sud- 
denly reappeared, drifting away from the hole. What happened?" 


"| don't know.'' He checked his hold again. The thing was still there -- and still moving. "Oh, 
and I've got something the Commander will be interested in." 


Everyone was interested jin what Zac was bringing aboard. 01d men and young pilots gathered in the 
darkened landing bay to see what "it'' was. Smith muttered something about ''knowing thine enemy'' be- 
fore slinking back into the shadows, but the rest clustered closely as the hold was opened, and 
gentle clamps brought forth the orangish-coloured, flattened mass of whatever it was with two 
appendages. 

It lay there. 

The group watched intently. Smith reappeared with a heavy laser wrench in one hand. 

The thing twitched. And twitched again. 

And suddenly it began to inflate, drawing air into itself and assuming the form of an overgrown 
triad ball, dull orange in colour. The two appendages suddenly skipped, and the thing was standing 
on them. They were obviously feet. 

The crew stared. 

Cylon spy! It's a spy! Kill it!’ suddenly screamed a very upset individual who'd assumed the 
worst. Mord threw himself at the overgrown triad ball. {t slipped through his fingers, stopping a 
few feet away and '"'looking’’ back at him with a smug stance. 

Somebody tittered. 

Mord jumped to his feet and grabbed again. 


The thing jumped away, settling itself on an extended fin of one of the ungainly Gnats. 


Smith, already excited by Mord's reaction, now screamed in Outrage. ‘'Ilt's attacking my ships!'' He 
threw the heavy wrench, missing the thing widely -- and several crewmen by a hair. 


Now, the thing was outraged. it jumped again, straight at Smith, and clutched him around the waist. 
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"Cylon infiltrator!'' Mord yelled, throwing himself at Smith. 


smith suddenly, inexplicably, began to laugh. "Get it hee hee off me! Snorthle. It's haw haw 
tickling me!" 


The thing avoided Mord's outreached fingers and settled back on the Gnat's fin. Smith promptly fled 
to the shadows of the squadron of Gnats. Mord continued to eye the thing narrowly. 


"ZI think it's cute," simpered a female pilot. "Let's keep it for a mascot." 


''! thought the Commander was our mascot,'' commented somebody in the crowd. He was quickly shushed 
by half a dozen pilots, who sat on him. Mord inched to one side. 


“Let's call it Blackie," continued the young female pilot, smiling brightly at Zac, "because you got 
it from a black hole." 


Zac shrugged. ‘It's all yours." 
"Come here, Blackie, come here."' She held out an inviting hand. 


Blackie -- as the thing was now to be called -- remained just out of her reach, sidling toward the 
nearest turbolift. Rapidly. 


"Don't run away, Blackiel' she called in some distress. 


"I'}1T get it! yelled Smith, returning from wherever he'd been, and waving an even larger wrench. 
"I'T] get it!'' He dashed after the retreating Blackie -- with obviously il] intent. 


"No!" shrieked the woman, Sergeant Pollyanna of Cerise Squadron. 


“I'll helpl"™ was Mord's addition to the chase, as he fired wildly with the laser he'd somehow ac- 
quired. | 


With laser fire everywhere, a bouncing orangish-coloured overgrown triad ball named Blackie, a 
wrench-wielding tech, and a wailing pilot threatening vengeance on anyone who injured the ship's new 
mascot, it was too dangerous in the landing bay. Most of the pilots rapidly abandoned the area. 
The rest sought shelter behind and under Gnats, beams, girders, and other pilots. 


Settled carefully on a beam above eye level, Zac watched the mayhem with a terrible sense of guilt. 
A carefully muttered ''ahem'' drew his attention to another form settled on another girder, just above 
his eye level. 


"Zac,'' asked the Commander as he clung to his beam, ‘why'd you do it? Don't |! have enough troubles 
already?" 


Zac grimaced and shrugged, then peered down, fighting nausea. Both men watched in silence, waiting 
-- and hoping Security would be able to handle this new menace to their stability. 











Which star are 
we supposed To 
be fo flowing? 









Didnt anyone 
bring 4 map? 





You were expecting 
maybe The Three Wise Men? 


(Merry Christmas anyway.) 
KAREY PAULI 





107 


"One of the Best'' 


(By Karen Paul!) 


Since Fleet business had taken him to the school ship, Apollo decided to wait for Boxey and ride the 
school shuttle home. He looked forward to any time he could spend with his son, and lately there'd 
been so little of it... 


Boxey was delighted at this unexpected treat and eagerly dragged his father along by the hand as they 
found seats. Apollo was a bit startled when the shuttle's co-pilot came around to check that all the 
children had their safety belts fastened. It wasn't that she was a woman; there were quite a few 
female shuttle pilots. Or that she was wearing a battle Jacket over civilian dress. But that she 
had to wear civilian dress, for no uniform would have fit over the bulge of the child she would soon 
give birth to. Apollo was about to ask her why she was piloting a shuttle, and not safely back on a 
ship, when she returned to the controls, and they took off. 


“'Boxey, who was that?'' Apollo asked quietly. 

"She's the co-pilot." 

"1 know that, but who is she?" 

"Her name's Ceres. She's gonna have a baby]'' 

"So | notice. She shouldn't be flying." 

‘Oh, she doesn't fly much. She just goes around and helps the little ones on and off, and makes sure 
we've got the belts fastened right, and stuff. | like her. She's nice. The one that does the fly- 
ing is real grouchy. ! don't think she likes kids. But we hardly ever see her.'! 


An odd pair, Apollo thought. But, the Fleet had to take whatever it could get. 


They were heading for the Colonial Movers ship when he noticed a change in the shuttle's engines. It 
was subtle; only a pilot would notice it. But {it could mean serious trouble. 


The shuttle pilot must have noticed it at the same time, because here came Ceres again. "Children? 
Can | have your attention, children? We've got a little surprise for you today. We're going to land 
on the GALACTICA first, so we can have an emergency landing drill. We're supposed to practice this 
every now and then, so you'll know what to do If anything ever goes wrong or if we're ever attacked. 


Smart move, Apollo thought. The GALACTICA had a bigger landing bay and better emergency equipment 
and crews. And telling the kids it was a drill would keep them from panicking. If something was 
wrong with the ship, this was the safest way to handle it. The woman was doing a good job of con- 
vincing the kids, who were treating it as some great adventure. 


"is everyone's safety belt still fastened? Good. Now,'’ and her voice dropped conspiratorially, 
‘We're going to pretend the shuttle is going to blow up! Isn't that exciting? What we'll do is, as 
soon as we land, you all unfasten your belts and go to the door. Don't push or shove, but don't 


dawdle, either. Qutside the shuttle, you'll see a low wall a little ways away. Run as fast as you 
can to that wall, and crouch down behind it. And stay there until we tell you it's safe to get up. 
All right? You big kids will have to help the little kids who can't go as fast."' She knew them all 
by name and quickly paired up who would help whom. "Now, you all remember what to do? Stay put 
until we land, then go to the door and run for the wall and get down behind it and stay there." 


Her gaze fel! upon Apollo. "And just to make sure we do it right, we have an observer here today. 
The Captain is going to be watching us and is going to report on how well we do. Isn't that right?" 
Her eyes met his in a silent plea to please play along with the subterfuge. 


‘Er, that's right. So listen carefully to Ceres. Who knows? Maybe the Commander himself is watch- 
ing us! Right now, I! better go and check out the pilots on this, er, drill."' Apollo decided he'd 
better find out just what was going on. They might need a more experienced pilot, if anything was 
seriously wrong. 

"Gee, Dad, can | come watch?" 


‘No, Boxey. You have to stay here and take part in the drill, just like | wasn't here." 
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He entered the control area and sat down in the empty co-pilot's seat. The pilot, a slight auburn- 
haired woman, worked the controls with a grim determination that immediately told him this was no 
drill. She answered the questions before he could even ask. ''Turbo malfunction. Starboard engine 
keeps creeping up toward overload. | back it down, and it creeps up again. I can't just shut it 
down ; | need it to counterbalance the thrust of the other engine for landing. I've radioed Core 
Control. GALACTICA landing bay is standing by with emergency crews. ETA five centons. Go strap 
Ceres In back there with the kids, then come back. I've got my hands full with the engines, and she 
can't fly worth a frak." 


The Captain outranked her, but she was the pilot, and besides, there wasn't time to argue. He helped 
Ceres to his empty seat beside Boxey, explaining to the kids that he had to check out the pilot's 
landing. He strapped himself in at the co-pilot's position just as they started the final approach 
to the landing bay. Apollo helped all he could, but several times found his actions pre-empted by 
the pilot; she was obviously used to flying the ship by herself. Fortunately, she was a very skilled 
flyer, because she could barely hold back the runaway engine now. It was surprising they made as 
smooth a landing as they did. 


The instant they touched down, she ordered him, ‘Bail out! Get Ceres out of here!'' Apollo started 
shutting down the controls. 'l said bail out!" Well, she had things under control here. Getting 
the children to safety was first priority. 


Half the kids were off the ship already and heading for the wall. Ceres was herding them to the 
door, so Apollo squeezed through and started lifting them down from the shuttle. That speeded things 
up quite a bit; it was a big step for little legs. 


When the last of the children was out, he lifted Ceres down and half carried her to the wall. He 
looked about him as he crouched there, catching his breath. All the children had made it to safety, 
including Boxey. As the crash crews rushed past, he realised he hadn't seen the pilot. He was about 
to go back for her when she dived to safety around the end of the wall and rolled to a stop next to 
them. 


Before he could say anything, Ceres let out a soft gasp and whispered, "Lords of Kobol, not now!" 
The baby?" 


She nodded, clutching her middle. Two more pairs of boots came clomping up, and Boxey's voice rose 
above the noise. "Hi, Starbuck! Hi, Boomer! We had an Emergency Landing Orill! Did you see it?! . 


"Er, yeah. Real nice. Keep yer head downl'' Starbuck checked on the kids as Boomer crouched next to 
Apollo. 


"Nice landing. Everyone all right?" 

Apollo nodded, then indicated Ceres. ‘The kids are okay, but we better get her to Life Centre. Give 
me a hand, will you?'' Together, they helped Ceres to her feet and guided her to a corridor. She 
grimaced again. ''But the baby isn't due for two sectars!'' 

"Don't worry. The GALACTICA has the best Life Centre in the Fleet. Where's that med team? They 're 
supposed to be down here on a crash alert! Ah, here they come.'"' They helped Cassiopeia settle her 
on a stretcher, then headed back to the kids. 


When they got there, the area was empty except for Boxey, who was eagerly telling Starbuck all about 
their great adventure. 


"Hey! Where are the kids?" 


The pilot thought it would be best to get them out of here as soor as possible, so we loaded them on 
one of the GALACTICA's shuttles. | think they're just taking of now. Why?'' 


"| wanted to talk to the pilot. The way she handled that landing, she's obviously had some exper- 
jence. J! think she'd make a good Viper pilot." 
Starbuck looked at him strangely. ''You're joking, aren't you? | mean, it's a little hard to get in 


and out of a cockpit with only one good leg!'' 
"What do you mean?" 


‘dey, Apollo, didn't you ever get a good look at her? She's a cripple! She runs around on 
crutches |!'"' 


Boomer shook his head. "An expectant mother and a cripple, flying a load of children. They must 
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really be desperate for pilots!" 


by % * * * 


Apollo was more determined than ever to find out who was flying that shuttle, but events seemed to 
conspire to get in his way. First, he had to make a report on the trip to the school ship. Then, 
when he went down to Life Centre to check on Ceres and ask her who the pilot was, he was told her 
pain was just a false alarm. They'd sent her home on the next shuttle. 


Boxey didn't know who the pilot was. He said they hardly saw anyone but Ceres. He reported the next 
day that Ceres wasn't flying any more until she had her baby, and they'd shuffled all the pilots 
around. 


Then there were a couple of alerts. Apollo'd almost forgotten about the matter until he spotted the 
woman boarding a shuttle one day. He hurried after her, but it took off before he got there. Then 
he saw the shuttle dispatcher standing nearby. The woman was a shuttle pilot; the dispatcher would 
know who she was. 


“Who, the feisty gal with the bad leg? We call her the Sourpuss. Not to her face, of course. | 
think her name is Trista. She's a darn good pilot, but ! have trouble finding co-pilots that can get 
along with her. Ceres was about the only one who could. Now that she's off duty, | got problems 
again. They made a good team. Ceres barely passed flight training, but she's so good with the kids, 
and the grouch is the best pilot we have, so she made up for it." 


"Where was she going? Do you know?" 
"She's off duty, | suppose she was heading home. | think she lives on the LADY OF ARGO." 


The LADY OF ARGO was once a passenger liner, though not as luxurious as the RISING STAR, and a good 
deal older. Still, It converted rather nicely, with the staterooms and even the baggage compartments 
making adequate apartments. The food service facilities and dining rooms were able to feed the res- 
idents without too much crowding, and the promenade made a nice public park and playground. 


Surprisingly, though, that was not where Boxey dragged Apollo once they landed. He had begged to 
come along to visit some of his school friends, and Apollo readily assented, realising how little 
time Boxey got to spend with other children. Being the only child on the GALACTICA could get rather 
lonely at times, he supposed. He would take Boxey to play with his friends, and then go look up this 
Trista. Boxey seemed to know where he was going, and hurried Apollo along, waiting impatiently for 
Muffet to catch up. But instead of heading for the public play area, he led them to one of the old 
lounges. 


Apollo didn't know what to expect, but was surprised to find a children's care centre going full 
blast. In the centre of the room, half a dozen children about Boxey's age were playing a game with a 
homemade cloth ball, while a couple of toddlers napped on a blanket in a corner. A baby slept 
soundly amongst the din In a crib made out of a packing case. Near the back of the lounge, Apollo 
spotted an older woman, who sat rocking a redheaded boy of about four yahrens on her lap. The bal) 
game came to an immediate hatt as the kids fussed over Muffet, then resumed with the seven of them 
trying to keep the ball away from the daggit. Pleased that Boxey was having a good time, Apollo went 
over to talk to the woman. ‘Quite a lively bunch! Are they all yours?" 


"In away. Sometimes, | think I'm the adopted grandmother of every child on the ship!" 
"Adopted?" 
"When all my children and grandchildren were killed in the Destruction, my husband and ij had no 


choice but to adopt a new batch. It's only in the figurative sense, though. This little one is the 
only child we've legally adopted so far." 


Just then, the subject of their discussion decided to wiggle down from her lap. ‘Amma, | wannta go 
play.'' | 

“That's me,'' she laughed. “Grandma Alma. Or in his words, ‘Gamma Amma.' Most of the parents of 
these children have jobs with the Fleet and have no one to look after their children while they're 
working. And here | was, a grandmother without grandchildren. 1t worked out so perfectly. The 
older ones help my husband on their days off from school. Blandon can't do heavy work any more, so 
he sorts the refuse on the ship and separates out the recyclable materials. The older kids think 


it's quite a thrill to be allowed to help him. And they keep an eye out for things we can use here." 
She indicated the homemade toys lying about. 


"It gives the children a sense of stability, having someone that's always there. Many of them have 
only one parent or relative left. Jason there,'' she added, indicating the little redhaired boy who 
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was now playing by himself with a toy landram, “lost all of his family except an aunt. She's a 
pilot, and she felt that with the high risk of her job and the amount of time she's away, it would be 
better if Jason had someone else in his life he could count on. So we adopted him, and he lives here 
with ‘Amma and Badda,' and his aunt is just someone who visits now and then. It hurts her, | can see 
it. But she feels it's in the best interests of the child. Though | wish we had other children 
closer to his age for him to play with." 





Apollo was hearing her words, but his mind was on Boxey as he watched him playing happily with the 
other children. Finally, he spoke. "Maybe I've been wrong trying to raise Boxey by myself. He 
seems so happy here. And he's lost so much already. His home, his mother, even his pet." 


Alma followed his gaze over to the children, who were now playing hide and seek with the daggit-droid 


as "it."' ''ls that why the mechanical animal? What a wonderful idea! The children love it so. But 
with the shortages of materials, | don't suppose there's much chance of getting another for the kids 
here?" 

Apollo shook his head. "! really shouldn't have had that one made. But that was before we knew 


where we stood, and Boxey desperately needed a replacement for his daggit. You seem to be doing all 
right for yourselves, though.'' He indicated the room with its homemade toys scattered about. 


‘Jason's aunt made those for us. Blandon helps her find the materials. I think she's trying to 
spoil Jason, to make up for being away from him so much." 


The ball the children had been playing with was pieced together from scraps of clothing, and probably 
stuffed with more of the same. Jason's toy landram was carved from a block of packing material, with 
slices of a large pole for wheels, and a strip of elastic material sewn together and stretched around 


them for the treads. There were ''Vipers'' folded out of packing foil, anda play cart with heavy 
equipment castors for wheels. They were obviously made out of scrap materials, but mac» with care 
and love. "His aunt must be a wonderful person. I'd like to meet her." 


Just then, there was a commotion at the door, where the children were mobbing a woman who had just 
come in. She held what Apollo finally recognised as a crude hop-stick, made from some plastic 
piping, a crossbar, and probably a spring inside. She laughed as she teased them, holding the hop- 
stick over her head out of their reach until! they promised to take turns. Finally, she let them have 
it, and they stampeded out to the hall to try it. As the children danced away from her, Apollo 
noticed that she leaned on a single crutch. 


“Hi, Ann Trissal'' Jason ran over to give her a hug. As she bent down to hug him back, she noticed 
Apollo and stiffened, her face taking on a pained expression. 


!t was Trista. 
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Apollo hadn't recognised her at first; the civilian clothes and cheerful manner were so different 
from the grim shuttle pilot he'd flown with. But, upon seeing him, the grim manner returned, and 
she fled to the hall. 

"“Wait!'' Apollo hurried after her. He caught up with her easily, and grasped her shoulder to turn 
her around. Then he stopped. She stood there glaring at him like a cornered wild animal ready to 
claw him apart. 

"Why did you follow me here?! Leave me alonel'' 

"i didn't follow you,’ he lied. ‘'l was bringing my son over here to play with his friends." 

"Well, you brought him. Now, leavel'' 

Apollo stood his ground. 'Why are you angry with me?" 

"I'm not angry!" 

"Then why are you shouting at me?" 

"None of your business."! 

"it is when it's me you're shouting at." 

"} don't want you here." 

"Why? You don't even know me." 

"You're a Warrior. That's al! ! need to knew." 

"What have you got against Warriors?" 

"Nothing!'’ She paused and added quietly, "It just hurts, that's all." 

Apollo considered for a moment. 'What hurts?" he prodded softly. 

"Seeing that uniform,'' she whispered. 

Gently, he took her by the shoulders. 'Why?"' 

"Because it reminds me of what | once was. And what I'm not any more." 

"A Colonial Warrior?" She nodded. ‘Why? The leg?" 

She nedded again. ‘lt happened during the Destruction. | was stationed at a land base on Leon. We 
had no warning, just the Cylon ships flying over, firing at us. 1 think | was the only one to make 
it out to my Viper and launch. Of course, ! was so outrageously outnumbered, it was no time at all 
before | was shot down. | managed to crashland my ship, and from there | don't remember much. | 
think some people pulled me from the wreckage and took me with them when we evacuated the planet. | 
woke in the Aide Station of this ship. They kept me alive and patched my leg together as best they 
could, but it was hardly a fully equipped Life Centre. | was out of danger, though, and the GALAC- 


TICA Life Centre had their hands full with the really serious cases, so 1 stayed where | was. | 
checked later on. The necessary components are classified ‘Critical War Materials,' so prosthetic 


devices are only being made where a person's life depends on it, Jlike a heart or a lung. | hardly 
qualify. So ! guess I'm stuck with this.'' She raised her long skirt far enough to reveal a leg she 
couldn't straighten all the way, the lower part of it twisted inward at an impossible angle. ‘'And 


they don't seem to want one-legged fighter pilots." 


"Have you talked to Fighter Command?" 


Her anger returned. "Fighter Command! | could talk to those frakin' frimps ‘til I'm blue in the 
face! 1 even got as high as your Colonel, what's his name, Tigh? They said | couldn't get in and 
out of a ship fast enough, ! couldn't take the G-forces, | was a liability. A liability! Me! OQne 
of the best pilots in the Fleet! A liability! 1 could fly rings around any of them any day! And 
all they want to know is how fast | can respond to Battle Stations. Or how fast | can bail out of a 
crash landing. dai if | ever crashed, I'd stay and go up with the ship. Dying as a Warrior sure 


beats living as a cripple." 
"But we need your experience! There are so many other jobs you could fill!" 


"Like what? Piloting a shuttle full of school kids back and forth? | don't call that flying. Any 
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idiot can pilot a shuttle; | flew a Viper. And | was good. |! live to fly. And 1! don't call flying 
a shuttle living." 





They had to flatten themselves against the wall as the herd of children thundered by. When Apollo 
turned back to her, she was clumping off down the hall. He let her go. 


* * * * * 


It took several conferences with Doctor Salik, and almost half a sectar of persuading, to get Colo- 


nel Tigh to agree, but in the end he said he would give Trista a chance to prove herself. He 
Stressed that that's all it was -- a chance. But Apollo was grateful he'd gotten that much out of 
the Colonel. He could have gone directly to his father, but Adama had enough to worry about al- 


ready, with the huge battlestar, not to mention a large fleet of civilian ships. And Apollo hated 
to use his position as the Commander's son unless he absolutely had to. Besides, Colonel Tigh was 
more directly in charge of the fighter pilots, so it was better to get his approval. 


The other half of the sectar was taken up with the operation and Trista's recovery from it. Doctor 
Salik said her leg wasn't as bad as it looked. Granted, a prosthetic leg would be necessary to 
regain full movement, and that was out of the question with the shortage of materials. But she 
could have nearly full movement by rebuilding what was left of her own leg. She still had adequate 
circulation, and her hip and foot were relatively undamaged. So Salik replaced both of the main 
bones and her knee. Her ankle had to be fused solid so she could stand on it without collapsing, 
because there was almost nothing usable left of her leg muscles. The knee joint was made so if she 
put her weight on it when it was straight, the joint would lock, but her weight on it bent would 
bend it further. 


Trista said learning to walk on it wasn't hard; it was much like using her crutch. Running was 
something else. She had some spectacular falls before she learned to make sure the leg was straight 
before she landed on it. She finally reverted to a step-and-skip, step-and-skip gait that she'd 
used with her crutch. She had surprisingly little trouble keeping up with anyone. It was sur- 
prising, that is, to everyone but Trista. Her reaction was a smug, "'! told you so." 


Her flight test was extremely thorough. She passed the simulator with almost contemptuous ease. In 
an actual Viper, it was as if she'd never been away from it. Her reflexes were excellent, and her 


physical reaction to the high G-forces of the manoeuvres was better than normal. Probably, Doctor 
Salfk said, because sudden high gravity causes the blood to pool in the lower part of the body, 
causing the brain to black out for lack of oxygen. Having less circulation in her leg meant less 


area for the blood to pool in, thus giving her a higher G-force tolerance. So what was a disadvan- 
tage on the ground was actually an advantage as a pilot. 
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Colonel Tigh was more interested in Trista's performance as a fighter pilot, and ran her through 


every drill he could think of. Finally, he grudgingly admitted she was as good as any pilot they 
had. 


When it was announced that Trista would be reinstated as a Colonial Warrior at her former rank, 
Apollo, Starbuck, Boomer, Sheba, and Cassiopeia gathered in the Officers’ Club to celebrate. It was 
to be a surprise, and Trista was surprised indeed. The group started applauding at her entrance, 
and she imnediately stopped. She didn't say a thing, but she turned quite red. 


Finally, Apollo called to her, "Well, don't just stand there! Come join the celebration!" 
Carefully, with almost military dignity, Trista strode across the club to their table. Cassiopeia 


held her breath all the way, remembering some of the falls Trista'd had learning to walk again in 
Life Centre, but Trista easily crossed the length of the club without Incident. 





et 
When she was seated, Apollo raised his glass in a toast. "Ladies and gentlemen, ! give you Lieu- 


tenant Trista -- one very determined pilot!" 


When the laughter died down, Boomer poked Starbuck In the ribs. ''Hey, buddy, close your mouth! And 
quit staringf It isn't polite." 


"But she's so different! Last time | saw her, she was yelling at a bunch of kids and just about 
shoving them on a shuttle. She sounded Jike Colone! Tigh at a bad inspection. And look at her now. 
She's fit to bust with happiness!" 

Trista looked down at the table. "'! never wanted to be anything but a pilot. And ! always strived 
to be one of the best. My nephew was the only bright spot in my life since my crash. But now I've 
got my chance back. And ! couldn't be happier." 

Sheba locked sideways at Apollo. "And is she? One of the best?" 


Before he could answer, Starbuck cut in. 'Well, that all depends on whether she can keep up wi th 
mel'' he teased. 


Apollo grinned at him. '"'l wouldn't bet any cubits on it, Starbuck. She might just surprise you." 
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* * * % * 


She surprised them, all right. In the sectar that followed, she flew her missions with the same 
grim determination with which she'd landed the malfunctioning shuttle -- also with the manner of 
someone who'd gotten a second lease on life. She got as much as she could out of every flight, and 
gave as much as she could as well. 


She was constantly cheerful. But there was always one subject that would bring back the angry 
Trista Apollo had first met -- children. 


On a number of alerts, she seemed almost protective of him, and inversely unmindful of her own 
safety. Finally, Apollo had enough. He ordered her to report immediately after landing. ‘Just 
what were you trying to do out there, Lieutenant? Defeat the Cylons single-handedly? A squadron is 
a team. Or weren't you ever taught teamwork? Or discipline? Granted, it takes a while to inte- 
grate yourself with the habits of an established unit, but you've had more than enough time to learn 
to work with us, not against us! How can we attack effectively if | never know where you'll be? 
Battles are won by pilots working together, not by 'glory-grabbers'!" 


"tl wasn't 'glory-grabbing'!"' 
"Then what were you doing? Trying to get yourself killed?" 


‘| was trying to keep you from getting killed!" He could see the anger building in her until she 
couldn't hold back. The lecture she let forth had apparently been a long time in coming. ‘'What the 
frak were you doing, flying like that? Keep it up, and you'll get yourself blasted -- but good! 
Then where will Boxey be? Left alone again! How much more can the child take?" 


Apollo was startled by the sudden change of subject. ‘What's Boxey got to do with this?" 


"Everything! The whole idea of this fleet is to keep the human race alive, to create a continuance 
for the next generation! And we have to give them something solid to anchor their lives to! Our 
home worlds are gone; our society is changing; the only stable thing left to cling to is a family. 
And when that family is one person with a high-risk job, he's got a lot to lose!'’ 


Apollo was grasping at anything he could to regain control of the situation. "And what about you? 
You've got a child, tool" 


"Not any more, |! don't! | took care of that! Even a shuttle pilot can get killed. Jason seemed 
attracted to Sire and Siress Blandon, so | encouraged it. | suggested they adopt him, then ! backed 
Out. He's attached to them now, not me. lf i get killed, it won't be much of a loss. Apollo, | 


know it hurts. Believe me, | knowl But often the best thing you can do for someone you love is to 
let gol For Boxey’s sake, please find him a foster home. Now, while he's still young enough to 
adapt!'' 


This was getting out of hand. ''My private life is none of your concern, Lieutenant. The subject of 
discussion is discipline in battle, and your lack of it! So, for the next sectar, you will report 
to the training ship, where you will instruct the cadets in flight discipline. Maybe then you'll 
learn some yourself. Dismissed!" 


Her words stayed with him after she left, though. It brought back the question he'd asked ever 
since Serina died. Was he really right in trying to raise the child alone? Was he being selfish, 
keeping the boy with him because Boxey was al] he had left of Serina? Would Boxey be happier wi th 
two parents and other children, or was he tco attached to Apollo? 


Apollo tock a good lock at Trista's arrangement. The boy was happy and well cared for, and would 
grow up surrounded by a nice stable ''fami ly." He remembered his own childhood and regretted that 
Boxey had no siblings. 


And was a busy Commander enough of a grandparent? Boxey certainly seemed happy. But maybe he loved 
Apollo so much that he wanted him to think he was happy, even when he wasn't. He'd certainly been 
eager enough to go play with his friends that day. 


Finally, Apollo approached Boxey on the subject. "Don't you get kind of lonely here sometimes? 
There's no one here but grownups, and I'm always so busy. Wouldn't you rather have someone that's 
always there, like maybe some grandparents, and other kids to play with?" 


Sudden panic. ''You're not leaving me, are you?" 


Nol No, of course not! But | thought you might get kind of lonely by yourself here. Wouldn't you 
like to live somewhere else? Like maybe the LADY OF ARGO?’ 
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"Would you live there, too?" 


‘Well, | don't know. I'm awfully busy being a squadron leader. I'd have to spend most of my time 
on the GALACTICA. But you'd have so many other people there to keep you company...'' 


! wanna stay with you." 


The boy looked at him in a way Apollo found hard to resist. "Boxey, I'm a pilot. You know that. 
You also know pilots have to fly some really dangerous missions. Some day, | might not come back. 
And then you'd be all alone." 


"No, | wouldn't! J got Muffet! An‘ Granpa, an‘ Starbuck, an' Boomer, an' Athena, an' Cassiopeia, 
an’ Sheba..." 


Apollo hugged Boxey to him. Trista may have had to create a surrogate family for Jason, but Boxey 
had found his own. It worked fine for Trista, but Apollo didn't need to worry. 


"But, Dad, could | go over there more often? it does get a little lonely here, when you're all 
so busy.'' 


Apparently Trista felt she had spoken her piece, because she never brought the subject up again. 
And she did back off from her close watch of Apollo during battles. But she was no more careful of 
her own safety. 


Apollo, Starbuck, Cassiopeia, and Sheba gathered for a quiet evening on the RISING STAR, and the 
conversation (inevitably) tumed to the squadron and patrols -- with Starbuck (as usual) either 
bragging or griping. 


Just now he was griping. ‘''! mean, it's almost like she was askin' to get killed! After she fought 
so hard to get her pilot's position back, it just doesn't make sense!" 


Cassiopeia had listened quietly to the discussion of Trista's battle technique, but now she spoke. 
"l'm not so sure. i think t'm beginning to see her side of it. My, ah, training was’ in working 
with people psychologically as well as physically. 1 got to know her fairly well when she was in 
Life Centre. She can't tolerate being grounded; she has to fly, but she's developed an ‘all or 
nothing’ attitude about it. With your shield, or on it. The way | see it, she's so scared of being 
crippled again, she fights in such a way that she will either return unscathed or be killed in 
battle." 


Starbuck almost choked on his drink. "'A death wish? But, that's crazy!" 


"No, not a death wish. She doesn't want to die any more than you do. But she feels that if by 
chance she is hit, she would rather be killed outright than risk being permanently grounded by an 
injury." 


Sheba looked thoughtful. "You know, you really have to admire her. If she's so scared of being 
crippled again, she could hang back, fight a strictly defensive battle, and let the other pilots 
take the offensive against the Cylons. Yet she's as much a part of this squadron as anyone, and she 
fights like it. She takes on her share, and more. She's really incredible." 


Starbuck wasn't so sure. "All right, so she's a terrific pilot, and a credit to the team. The way 
she goes at it, she isn't going to last long. Granted, it's a high-risk job, but she'll never make 
retirement the way she's going. Hasn't anyone ever told her, her career doesn't have to end with a 
funeral? She must have somethin’ to live forl'' 


Apollo couldn't help remembering Jason and the life Trista had so carefully planned for him. ''She's 
got as much to live for as any of us. But she's a very practical realist, who knows the odds and 
allows for them. All she wanted was a chance to be a good pilot, and she knows it can't last for- 
ever." Qn this depressing note, another round of drinks arrived, and the subject was quickly 
changed. 


* * * * * 


Thinking back over Trista's time with the squadron, Apollo realised her seemingly daring Fighting 
style wasn't "“glory-grabbing'' so much as sticking her neck out for her team-mates. 


But she stuck hers out a little farther than the rest, and the inevitable finally happened. 


Boomer was caught in a Cylon pinwheel, and Apollo went to help him. Neither of them saw the addi- 
tional Cylon ships bearing down on them. Trista did. But she was in the wrong place to fire on 
them without possibly hitting Apollo or Boomer. So, instead, she blocked the Cylon fire with her 
own ship. 
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Apollo sat alone In his quarters, replaying that scene in his head. Soon, he would have to go over 
to the LADY OF ARGO to find Sire and Siress Blandon and tell Jason that his aunt wouldn't be vis- 
iting him any more. Not that he'd miss her much. But that's what she'd intended. 


Boxey came bouncing in from school. ‘''Hey, Dad! Guess what? Ceres was waiting for us when we came 
down to get on the shuttles today. She came to show us her new baby. it's a girl, and she named 
her Trista, after Jason's Aunt Trista. She says Trista's a great pilot. Is she really?" 


"She was one of the best, Boxey. One of the best.'' 
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"it's All in the Name’! 


(By Mary Wood) 


Avarr walked at a reasonably fast pace through the utility passage. Why anyone would want to live 
in this remote part of the OSIRIS... Still, he had been told the historian was a little eccentric. 
The handrail shifted to his left, and he switched the information dise he carried to his other hand, 
glancing-at it as he did so. "Biological Aspects of Ory Preservation." Sounded like something that 
Tanis fellow would like, not his commander, even if the archaeological dig was such a topic these 
days. ''By Hathsephut..." 


''Felgercarb!"' he muttered, as a low pipe unexpectedly hit his head. He rubbed the sore spot; they 
could at least pad those things! Not far ahead was the hatch to the old observation tower that was 
Miss Davenport's quarters. He opened it and climbed the curved metal stairway. There were pipes up 
and down the shaft, with sealed storage pods wedged between them. He wondered If they all belonged 
to Miss Davenport. 


‘Miss'' Davenport, mind you. Everyone else used simple, one-word names -- but not the historian. 
Oh, no. Some title out of antiquity. An old formality long out of use. Maybe ft was because of 
her age. He'd been told she'd been with the OSIRIS since the "beginning" -- what beginning wasn't 
specified. © She must be ancient. 


He got to the top of the stairway, slightly winded, and looked behind him. Still, anyone who could 
get up those stairs twice a day couldn't be too decrepit... 


When there was no response to his first knock, he leaned toward the door and listened. Amongst the 
creak of metal joinings, he could hear a wavery sung melody with unintelligible words. He rapped 
again, louder. Hesitantly, he tried the door, found it unsealed, and pushed it ajar. ‘"'Miss Daven- 
port?" The song stopped, but there was still no reply. "Ensign Avarr, ma'am, | have a disc..." 


A thud, and a dull clatter. "Certainly. Come in, t°1) be right with you." 


He ducked under a low-hanging ledge over the door and was immediately captivated by the expanse of 
star-sprayed void over his head. The observation tower, of course! Like the celestial domes! It 
was incredible -- as if there was nothing between him and the stars. 


"Lovely, isn't it?" a voice said under his chin. He looked down, somewhat abashed, to regard his 
hostess. 


"Uh-huh.'' Her appearance surprised him too much for any more adept response. In the first place, 
she wasn't all that old -= maybe forty, tops -- and she was short. Medium brown hair, very straight 
and long, and slightly tilted blue eyes didn't seem to quite go with her bronze skin and high cheek- 
bones. The unsettling mixture of racial types obviously included one of the early Colonial races, 
but Avarr would not have called her pretty. 


"Uh, this disc. My commander borrowed it, Major Arcus.'' He paused awkwardly. "It's overdue."' He 
admitted the last in a quieter tone. Just about everyone on board knew about Miss Davenport's in- 
sistence that historical materials had a strict time regulation. She'd even been known to threaten 
charging credits for late items. 


When she didn't reprimand him as he expected, Avarr went on hastily. "He said something about an- 
other one, on ‘Monographs,’ | think.!' 

She frowned. "Circ! ! forgot about that! -Don't know where | put it. Never mind, it's here some- 
place." She looked around doubtfully. "I'll find it. Sit down.'' 


The invitation was easler made than accomplished. Looking around, Avarr soon noticed what it was 
that made people regard Miss Davenport as a little Strange. Things. Books. It was almost too pas- 
sive a word. The small room was cluttered with objects, but the most remarkable were the books. 
They were piled high -- old, bound volumes as impractical and outdated as the title '"Miss.'' Their 
use had been virtually abandoned at least two generations ago. The only more-or-less open space in 
the room was the bed by the door -- if you could call three quarreling bastlings uncluttered. In 
the area filled by her relatively few books, an entire basic humanities collection could be con- 
tained on standard micro-dises. 
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He finally spied a clear chair at what must have served as her work desk, but before he could head 
that way, he was pounced on from behind and let out a yelp of surprise. Miss Davenport popped out 
from behind an overcrowded shelf. 


"Brit! How many times must ! tell you not to do that?'' She stopped, as If listening. 'Well, it's 
not 'fun' for the person you jump on!" 


Avarr glanced dumbfounded from the golden-green eyes of the white bast to Miss Davenport's reproach- 
ful frown. She thought the bast could reply? Odd woman... 


The creature meowed. "Off there! Behave yourself!'' the historian went on. The bast erled again 
and leapt onto the bed, suddenly deciding to thoroughly clean and groom one of the grey-and-white 
bastlings. Avarr kept an eye on both as he made his way to the desk. 


‘I'm sorry,'' Miss Davenport said. "Brit is far too curious. May | get you something? A drink, 
perhaps? This may take a bit.'' 


"I guess so. {'m not on duty, or anything." In all honesty, he felt he could use one. But If he 
expected something cool and distilled, he was wrong. 


The woman heated some water until it steamed, then threw in some brown, crumbly stuff and let it sit 
while she watched her chronometer. Then she poured the whole mess through a strainer Into a mug. 
When she served Avarr the doubtful concoction, he sniffed it cautiously, decided he wasn't ready to 
risk it yet, and set the mug down. Miss Davenport returned to her search. 


He looked around again, mindful of the silence between them, and sought some topic of conversation. 
"Why do you have all these books?" he asked finally. 


Her voice came from somewhere In the depths of her collection. ''l collect them, repair them -- read 
them, too." 


"But, why?'' 

"Not sure. In the blood, | guess. Most of them came to me from my grandfather, and through my fa- 
ther. There's something about handling them... It's not as impersonal as a disc or crystal ina 
reader." 


“But they decay, crumble, the writing fades, and the information is lost." 


"All these books have been translated onto other forms of information storage, and into the com- 
puter's circuits. Except a few that would not be considered necessary.'' 


“Then why keep them?" He'd finally determined that the hot liquid wouldn't hurt him, and reached 
for it. His hand encountered Brit's furry nose as she, too, investigated the beverage. She sniffed 
it, drew back with the closest he'd seen to distaste on her face, and systematically pawed the table 
all around it, as if she could bury it. Avarr reconsidered the wisdom of trying it. 


“Britannica! The bast jumped, Avarr Jumped, and the drink almost toppled and spilled. ‘Honestly, 
you're impossible tonight!"' 


The Ensign pretended the whole embarrassing incident hadn't occurred. ‘"Britannica?' 
That's her name -- one of them, anyway. She has five.’ She saw his disbelief and smiled self- 
consciously. ''Names fascinate me, and there are so many lovely ones, | hate not to use several. 


‘How do you remember them all? Britan... Brit's names?" 


"1 don't. ! have a terrible memory, so |! have called all my basts 'Britannica' as a first name. 
Less troublesome." 


''Al12? How many have you had?! 


"This is Britannica I11."' 
Avarr put his head in his hands briefly. Was there something beyond ‘eccentric?" Books, names... 
Best to humour her. ‘Are all the little ones named 'Britannica,' too?'' 


‘Den't be silly. Why give them all the same name? How would | tell them apart?" 


He couldn't answer that. ''Right. What do you call them -- if anything?" 
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"Macro, Micro, and Pro.‘ 
He gave up on the conversation. 


"Here it is!" she announced suddenly. He was glad to hear ft. She came triumphantly from a cup- 
board under the wash basin and saw the mug held gingerly fn his hand. ''You haven't drunk your tea.'' 


‘‘Is that what [t Is?" He put it down and stood up. "Il guess I'd better go." 


Miss Davenport shrugged and proffered the disc. ''Be sure Major Arcus returns th!fs one on time. If 
we weren't such old friends..." 


He couldn't resist one more question. ''If you're as fond of names as you say, why Is it you don't 
use your own?'! 


''For good and sound reasons. Reprehensible nicknames, for one. And your commander is one of the 
worst offenders. Good evening, Ensign." 


He was gently ushered out the door before he could press the !ssue. Reprehensible nicknames? Frak! 


As he retraced the route by which he'd come, he concluded that the historfan was downright erratic. 
He wondered how anyone could understand her well enough to become friends, yet Major Arcus apparent- 
ly had. Old friends? He'd had some pleasant discussions with Arcus about the Major's varied past 
but didn't recall that the historian had ever come up. 


Absently, he gazed at the thing In his hand. "Monographs as Documents of Cultural History’' -- what 
in the Void were monographs? -- "by Hathsephut Davenport...'' 


A smile grew on his lips. Her father? No, somehow, he knew the conglomeration of letters was a 
feminine name. He attempted to pronounce it aloud, using what little he remembered from his brush 
with the old language. 'Haht-see..."' 

The smile became a chuckle, then a laugh. dotsy! 


sure, Arcus had mentioned a "Hotsy'' several times In his reminiscing. Some wild lady who'd shared 
some of his stranger adventures. Somehow, Avarr had gotten a completely different image of her... 
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“Gort tt"! 


(By J. R. Janoski) 


Gorill woke as dawn came. He stretched lazily. {!t was good to be warm again. The cold season had 
been long and hard. They had lost several of their tribe, and that always made Goril1 sad. But now 
was the season of life; the trees were beginning to bear fruit, and the roots were fat and juicy. 


Gorill looked up at the tree. He wished there was some way to pick the best fruits. The tribe mem- 
bers were too large; thelr weight broke the limbs. The young could be used, but he was reluctant to 


encourage them. They lost several young to climbing accidents every warm season -- the tribe could 
not climb trees and hold on well. 


Corell stirred. Gorfll gazed at her with fondness. She was a good mate. He had been with her now 
for five full turns of the seasons, and she had given him young each warm season. She was again 
heavy with her soon-to-be-born young. 


His tribe was the largest of their kind. It now numbered seventy, and would grow again this season. 


Gorill stretched again. The light of the sun felt good. He roused two young males and sent them to 
search for food for the tribe to harvest. Their gatherings had been good, but Gori]! was already 
concerned with gathering for the future. The old ones sald this next cold season would again be 
early and long. 


Gorill’s forward scouts reported; there was no sign of their enemy. Goril!l knew the Vasks would not 
begin to prey on the tribe until the young were born. Adults of the tribe could repell the attack 
of a pack of Vasks. At least, the healthy members could, although the Vasks would leave wounds as 
they slashed with their sharp teeth and claws. 


Gorill felt sadness again as he remembered his own lost young of the last warm season. Corell had 
mourned long. 


Suddenly, Gorill looked up at the sky. He had never heard such sounds before! Then all the tribe 
awoke and gazed fearfully at the sky. It was as the thunder, but there were no clouds. 


Gorill climbed to the top of the high rock above their caves. He had never seen such large birds 
before. He watched as they came to rest. Then he called his oldest son, Intor, and they went to- 
gether to find where the birds had come to rest. These birds were so big, they could perhaps carry 


_ off even adult members of the tribe. 


Gorill wished to spy on them, to learn whether the birds were to be feared. 


It took Gorill and Intor a long time to reach the place where the birds rested. They heard noises 
and sounds they did not recognise. They hid carefully and watched quietly. 


Two strange creatures came [into thefr view. Gorill had never seen such creatures before in his 
life. They were as small as the tribe's young, and they had strange coverings on their bodies. 
They were gathering just a few roots and leaves, and even ground. Gorill watched as one climbed a 
tree to gather some fruit. 


Gorill and Intor marvelled at the lightness of the creatures' skin. They had hair only on their 
heads -=- one was dark-haired; the other had hair like the sun. 


Gorill was fascinated. He signed to Intor to wait while he followed the creatures. He wanted to 
find where they came from. He followed them to a clearing. 


The big birds were waiting for the creatures! 
Gorill's eyes opened wide in surprise and amazement. He watched with disbelief as the creatures 
climbed into the birds' mouths. The mouths closed about the creatures, and then the birds flew 


away. 


Gorill ran into the clearing and looked up into the sky. He was not sure he could believe h!Is own 
eyes! 
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Gorill left Intor to watch for the return of the birds. He was sure they would return, and he 
wanted to observe. Perhaps they could arrange to trade roots for fruits. And perhaps they could be 
allies. The creatures would certainly need protection when away from their birds. 


The creatures returned as Gorill expected,’ and he personally observed them for several days. There 
were many creatures, and they brought a flying turtle and used its shel] to carry away what they 
gathered. 


Gorill wondered how many creatures there were, and where they lived. 


it seemed the dark-haired one Gorill first saw was the tribe leader. This one often took walks 
alone. Gorfll decided to approach this creature when next he walked far from the creatures' camp. 
Gorill was also concerned for the dark-haired one's safety. He knew two packs of Vasks were near. 
These creatures did not know of Vasks, and they were as frail and unprotected as the tribe's young. 


The next dawning, Gorill watched as the dark-haired one again left the creatures' camp. Gorill fol- 
lowed quietly. Then he stopped and sniffed. 


Vasks! 


Gorill looked at the creature; the creature did not seem to sense the danger. Goril!l gave his hunt- 
ing cry. The creature turned, but could not see him. 


The creature had only a fat stick in his hands. 


Gorill thought the birds did not provide good protection for their creatures. He sniffed again. 
The Vasks were here! 


suddenly, a Vask leapt from the foliage and stood growling at the creature. The creature turned 
toward the Vask and started backing away slowly. Another Vask came out of the foliage behind the 
creature and slashed at his legs. 


The creature turned. Fire came from his stick, and the Vask fell. The creature turned back to 
face the first Vask, and it, too, fell to the stick's fire. 


Goril! thought better of the birds’ protection for their creatures. 


Suddenly, the Vask pack came out of hiding, and over thirty Vasks circled the creature. Goril! gave 
his cry of challenge, and the pack slowed its advance. The creature began to use his stick, and the 
Vasks fell one by one. 


Then two Vasks leapt forward and back, then two more. Gorill saw that the creature was injured. 
There were too many Vasks! 


Gorill came roaring out of his cover and started throwing the Vasks away from the creature. The 
creature glanced at Gorill, then turned to continue his own fight against the Vasks. The Vasks re- 
treated; Goril] heard their leader call them together. 


The creature turned’ to look again at Gorill and made sounds he couldn't understand. Gorill noticed 
the creature's eyes were the colour of the trees -- he had never before seen such a thing. 


Gorill sat to show he was a friend. The creature seemed to understand, and put away his fire stick. 
Then Gorill nodded and gave his "friend'' sound. 


The creature gazed at him for a few moments, nedded, and also sat, trying to tend his wounds. 
Gorill saw that the creature bled, but did not know how to aid him. 


The Vask leader howled in the distance, and Gorill tried to tell the creature that they must leave 
because the Vasks would scon return. He stood and walked a few steps down the path toward the crea- 
tures' camp. The creature stood and followed him. 


Gorill kept leading, and the creature followed, but moved slowly. He fell, and Gorill waited pa- 
tlently until the creature rose and moved again, following him. Gorill could see that the creature 
was weakening rapidly. Then the creature fell again and did not rise. 


Gorill looked at the creature with concern. He could not leave him to go for the other creatures. 
The Vasks were still following. He gently picked up the creature and continued down the path, car- 
rying the creature as he would carry one of his own young. 
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After many moments, the creature stirred in his arms. Gorill stroked the creature as he would 
stroke one of his young, to quiet them when they were frightened. The creature looked into his eyes 
and relaxed fn his arms. 


Gorill walked into the creatures' camp. The other creatures looked at him with fear in their eyes 
and took out their fire sticks. Gorill sat to show he was a friend. Then he gently laid the dark- 
haired one on the ground. The dark-halred one spoke to the other creatures. 


The others looked up at Gorill. He saw the fear leave their eyes. They carried the dark-haired one 
to the turtle, and it flew away. 


Gorill sat quietly, observing their activities. One of the creatures came to him and offered him 
some of the fruft they had gathered. He took it and ate it, and they seemed pleased. 


Goril! came each day to the creatures' camp and brought roots to them, and they gave him fruit. One 
day, he decided it was safe to bring the others of his tribe. They came and brought baskets with 
many roots. The creatures gave back the baskets -- filled with fruits. 


Gorill was well pleased. He liked these creatures. He saw that they learned quickly. They were 
now placing guards around their camp, and no one went into the forest. alone. 


Then one day Gorill was pleased to see one of the birds come and bring back his dark-hafred friend. 
He picked up the dark-haired one as he approached. This was to show his pleasure at seeing his 
friend again. But the other creatures all took out their fire sticks.  Gorfll quickly and gently 
put the dark-haired one back down. 


Then the dark-haired one spoke to the others, and the fire sticks were put away. 
Gorill growled at them In irritation. They should have known he would not hurt this one -- they 
were friends. The dark-haired one spoke softly to Gorill and patted Gorill's knee, Gorill relaxed, 
and the dark-haired one tried to speak to him, but Gorill could not understand. 


Then the dark-haired one used his hands to try to speak to Gorill, and Gorfill thought he understood, 
and made his tribe's sign for "friend." 


In the days that followed, Gorill learned to talk to the creatures. He was sad to learn they would 
soon leave. He could not understand where they lived. The dark-haired one said they lived in the 
sky, but Gorill knew this to be impossible. He would have to think leng on this. 

The tribe would miss the fruits. 

Then the dark-haired one brought a very long stick with a small basket at one end. He asked Gorill 
to follow him. He led Gorill to one of the fruit trees and showed him how to use the stick. He 
then gave the stick to Gorill, and Goril! tried it. 

Gorill roared his pleasure. He could pick the fruit! 

The creature's eyes grew wide at Gorill's roar, and the other creatures came running with thelr fire 
sticks. Then the dark-haired one laughed and sent them away. He shook his head at Gorill and 
covered his ears. Gorill was amused -- these creatures were so frai]! 

But the sticks were a wonderful gift, and Goril! was well pleased. 

Then the dark-haired one told Gorill they were leaving and would not return. Gorill looked at his 
new friend with sadness. He did not want to believe his words. He asked if they would not come 
again for fruit in the warm season. 


The dark-haired one said no, they would not come again. He wished Gorill and his tribe good har- 
vests. 


Gorill told his friend to stay safe and multiply. Then he watched as the dark-haired one entered 
his bird and left. 


Gorill watched the sky for a long time, trying to think where these creatures lived. 
He came each day to the clearing, but the creatures did not return, and Gorill's heart was sad. 
The story of the creatures who came to visit and left the fruit sticks became as a legend to the 


tribe. At the beginning of each warm season, it became a tradition to wait in the clearing -- but 
the creatures did not come again in Gorill's lifetime. 
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‘Typewriter Warmi ng nes 


On a grand and glorious day -- well, night, if you must know -- in January 
of 1981, a new member joined the staff of ''Purple and Orange?'’ <A marvel of 
the electronic age, ''Black Nova'' is a variable-pitch, self-correcting Reming- 
ton Rand element typewriter, known formally as an RR-101. On the night of the 
formal typewriter-warming, ''Black Nova,'' with the help of sundry friends and 
members of the ''Purple and Orange?" staff, produced the following story. 


We must point out that ''Black Nova'' and the writers are responsible for every 
letter, every comma -- and every goof -- on the following pages. This story 
is completely unedited and is appearing exactly as typed on that last night of 
the month. 1f you find it hard to follow -- or even just hard to decypher -- 
remember ''Black Nova's'' youth -- and the state of the writers, who took turns 
at the keyboard! 





Now tn the west the slender moon lies Low, 
And now Ortan glimmers through the trees 
Caovertng the earth with euen pace and slow 
And now the stately moving . - Pletades 
Jn that soft infintte darkness overhead 
Hang jewel-wige from a siluer thread. 


“De lrome-to-the-village," said the Cylon, opening the Gates of Xiew and 
anmtfting the three trauelers. 


“Oh, dear," the first traveler said. "Jt appears the Tardis misfunctioned 
agatn.' The second man, known only as A. G., nodded in agreement. (Commander 
Adama was confused. 


"here tn the Cords of Xabol are we?" 
“Hush, the Dactor whispered. They entered a vast, yellom-paved Bquare. Jn 
the dtatance, three masstue beasts slourhed in a gilded corral. Chey wure 


Bhitng green ratnments. 


“Your-handershatchi-await," the Cylon droned. A second robat mheeled up 
and intrnudured ttself. 


“Helin, my name ia Robbie. 3 will be guur guide. Please follow me." A 
braun ftre lizard settled on Bobbie's shuulder. 


"Uhat are they daitng tno ws?" Adama instated. 


“3t appears they’re taking us far a ride," 8. G6. ansmered. "And the bandersnatchi 


are weartng Klingon dress glitz. J3t must be a natine festival." 


“Indeed,” Rabbie answered. "The sandwarms are moulting. 3t is a time af 


great joy and alan great treptdatton. Please hurry." 


Yage the seconadeth 


Che four mtamatched prataguniats approached the corral, dimly Lit by the 

light af twin faraway sung, two lunar eclipses, a bright red star, the 

nearest arm of the aptral galaxy, and the accretion disk of the neighborhood 
black Kale. The Doctor hooked hie scarf arnund the neck (neck?) of the ftrst 
banderanatch and swung onto tts back (back?). 8. 6. clambored upon the second 
beast, and Adama, with mich gratestation, was hoisted by a Vertical Lift 


Device and planted on the last bandersnatch. 


"There do we go?” the Doctor asked his guide. 


"Dherever you wish, master," answered the bandersnatch., almost throwing 


tta rtder. "3 wasn't asking you," the Doctor scolded. 


"3 take gou now to a world which ta not our om," Robbie answered, leading 
the antmals aut af. their corral and onto the road. "Please ou nat attempt 
to adqust guur bandersnatch." 


Chey proceeded tnta the East, slauching slowly into the sunset. This struck 
8. G. as being a htt peculiar, but he refrained from comment lest he alarm 
the athers. 


firesently, the well-beaten tratled dtutded. Che Doctor chserved three 
Btrange beasts abutansly uut handersnatchy apyraaching. 

“Ohh, we mut be hurrying along." sata Robbie. 

"Oh nn, 3°d like to see what they are." said the Doctor. 

“fut tts nut allowed." protested Robbie... 

He was ton late, the three Santas had already arrived. 

Che raktsh blond riding the lead beast waued a small green cigar at the three 
travelers. "Ht Commander, gon'll lave the trig." 

“How ntce of gon tn reassure me Starbuck." Adama aatd faintly. 

Che second rider stdoled up ta Starbuck's Bantha and leaning auer tn whisper in 
his ear sath. "3 mant him Starbuck, give him to me." 

"Dant who .'"" Starbuck satd impatiently. 


"Che white-hatred ane of course, the one yon called Adama", Princess Aura said 


petualantly. 
"Dell, you can’t have him the third figure said as they rude up to juin the 


Yage the thtra 


Srpup. 


A shurt dtstance behind the bantha, came several small figures. Extaurdinarily 
Bhort, they apoke a language in high pitched sthherish. A spokesman came far- 
ward, Innking rather moré impressively dressed manesixikatounaxakatxxtxaazakx than 
the others. 3n a unice resembling Standard he askeds Adema, “Are you a gand 
mttch, or a bad witch 2" He axtidy not fa regpond, and the little persan went 
on hts way stnging something about «a onld road. Starbuck's eyes glinted with 
mercenary greed and ke followed at a2 dtacreet distance. 


Che third bantha pulled in bestde Adama's banderenatch. 
"Do gou know where Earth ts, Sir?" 


"Dhy da you want to know about Earth?" Adame replied. "De gon tan seek the Glary 
rnan?" 


"Na. J was on Earth, or rather tun Earths. J was frozen and came hack. But thts 
year fheg sent uz aut an « great mission and 3m Lost again..." The man turned 


his beast away muttering. "Dhy conlan't they have left me on Earth with Teerky 
and Or. Huer..." 


Adama shook his head after the fading bantha, then headed hta benderanatchi inte 
the loomtng web draped tunnel. 

From far off in the distance, they heard fhe atrange ltttle untces homing, 

tn fhe stratus of their little tuba orchestra, "we're off to agp the ftzard, 
the wonderful Cisard of odds". With the last term, the vantaking figure of 
Starbuck seemed to perk up. Odds, he coulda understand. Lizards he conlo cope 
mith. But thase large pyramids in the distance worried htm slightly. 

Deep into the tunnel they journeyed. starange images arcupted the dtatances. 
dimly tn a pun! of wan gellom lisht, Adama gam a crypttc sertes af glyphs that 
seemed fo read "CHICAGO AND DSVERSEY, WI ONCY." Cryptic symbols, thausht Adama 
fo himpelf. what was 2 CASCAGO, and hom dtuersely mere they divided? And 
obutously 1 was the way tu gn. The migrating Sandersnatcht continued to wend 
thetr galomphing mays past the oblong glass walled boxes lintng the metal- 
ratled pathways. 
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Page the Firth 


"Me mst be very quiet now," Bolemnly intoned Robbie,"We are now passing the 
dread latr of the crezture known only as "Evanston". 

"Ah, Evanstan", qauth the Dactor (who had never really properly tnterned) . 
"Ah, Evangellism" qunoth H.6., who was slightly hard of hearing. 

"Dhat the ¥rak ts an Evanston?" wonderred Adama to himaelf. 

"De're unt sure,"whisperred Rabhte,"but tt ta rumorred to baue eaten the great 
Ghad ‘Skukie’. 


Onmmard they wanderrred. 


When they reached the end of the ftme tunnel, they tonk a fantastic unyage 
to the bottom af the sea, passed Through the Valley of the Gmangt, and 
entered the Cand of the Giants. 3+ was only then they realized they were 
Inst tn apace. They were one Btep beyond the anter limits of the Gutlight 
Zone. 


“At last we gave errined," Bata Robbie. "only they of Secling character can 
boge tno survive" 

"Manld the tnice of the Radden-Zerry help?" asked the dactur mith a glint in 
hts eye and a Quark in htg unter. "Me can affix auursrives ta the Yelm of the 
Untuerse with our great Sonic JSrutn-Allen-Drench >" 

“3? this keeps on, we'll need a Coreman, Roger?" stated Adame. 

"3 am heginning tn feel like a2 Stranger in a SCrange Cand." sain H.6.. 

“De can't" proclaimed Robkbip. “Heinlein still kas the cupywight." 

“Janr bugger," stated Adama,"coppier or oot, be shoulan’t be held in bundage." 


Chey had reacked 2 great mall. Jt was made in layers of precious gems and 
metals. They followed The wall untill they reached a gute. Over it, 
wxzitex etrhed deenly tn a brass plague, “Pedo Mellon A finn." 

“Ihat in Hades aors that say," said Adame. 

"Speak friend and enter," entferpeted Robbie. 

Che gate mazically opened at Robbie's words. Inside was a great garden 


ftlled with flowers ang danctng children. A Btgn to their right clearly 
Stated, "PCEASE WGK THE FOOUERS" and "PLEASE MACK on CHE GRASS." 


page the agxtktk fifth 

Chey had only traveled a short piece when the found themselves under 
atree. Neaglted tn one was a... Bannana? A quarter moon? Nat A smile. 
A large, arange cat materitzed about the smile. 3t blinked happiely and 


Bato, Whats a nice group like you doing tn a place like this?" 


"3"ue ont a bad feeling about this,"sighed AG rolling his eyes skyward 
and catching a glimpee af a woman floating through the atr with an umbrella. 


"Ste not my fault," gratesfed Raobbie. 
“Calm you must be," Adama suggested. 
Sturbuck, homever, was getting nervous. “Commander, get us out af heres" 


Adama considered the matter. "3 thtnuk that we're tn wnrse shapethan me though. 
Me’ll just have tn go beyond the farthest star." 


"Ate. commander,” satd Robbie, “But the bandersnatchi, they canna fake ttf." 
"Yerkhaps the ductor can be af asstatance...." 


The Dactnr seemed quite put ont. "3'm a ductor, nut a veterniartan.” ke complained. 


He grinned at Adama with brilltant mtschetutig. “Uou're the commander, Adama. J 


think you should farce thts.... alone." 


Adama started tn protest, but Robbie shushed him. The rubat guide scanned 
the mattled sky, then led the glitzy beasts through a mtrrar-ltke fag and 


intn a forest-ringea cleartug. 

"Dismount, please,” Robbie said in a quiet tone. "De will matt here." 

H. G. first nanticed the high-pttiched, electronic music overhead. The athers 
searched the heavens for tts source. Five atatinct tunes were heard, then 


vanished. Suddenly ... 


“"THROOOOMNOSH 1 117°" 


> 


Page the Sixth (the REAC page the stxth, not to be confused with earlier and 
bogus pages the stxth) 


"hat the frak was that1?" 


“Our goal," Robbie answered. He wtll tell you everything yau wish ta know about 
Itfe, the untuerse, and everything. The Master." 


"Che master?" Or. Dho satd. “Dhat master? Why should we need to talk to a 


master?” 


“You mean gou didn’t want the answer to life, the untuerse, and everything?" 
Robbie asked tneredulously. "Rut everyane who comes to this planet wants the 
answer to Iltfe, the untuerse, and everything. What else would you be dning 


bere?” 


Adama and the Doctor constdered dtamantling thetr gutde right then and there, 
but H. 6. stopped them. "Stnce we're here anyway, we might as well meet this 
master,” he sata. This was just as well, since the shing, dandelion-shaped 


spaceship had settled tn the mtddle of the clearing and a figure emerged. 


Jt ware « tacky red windhreaker and an instptd amtle. 3t appranuched the three 
travelers and somewhat unsettled gutde and sata: 


“Gund eventing. 3’m Carl Sagan. J’m an authurtty an the Casmos, which ta to 


Bay everything. Gn ahead, ask." 


Che athers stared tn amazement. They made no attempt to respond. The 
faster kept talktnus anyway. 


"Qo gou realize how mang stars there are? Billtans and btllians! Can yon 
Bay that?” 


"Billtons and billions," Adama said flatly. 


"Na, na," Master Carl said. "more diaphram, say it tn the back af your throat. 
Good! Now wave your arms about and Innk sincere. Setter, better." Suon, the 
Master kad fratned all three in the proper articulation of "billions ana 


billtans" and was starting them on "Star-stuff." From there, tf was on ta 


Yase the Sevenetheth 


the Cosmtc Calendar. Finally, a brtef lesson tn exhibiting a Sense of Donder 
whtle Inoking at a bluescreen before the special effects people have put 
anything tn. ALL ftue, with the fire lizard circling frantically, geaticulated 
wildly. 

Ftnally, the Master proclaimed them all capable of hosting a melti-billions-ana- 
btlltons-dollar PRS series, and he climbed back into his spaceship of the mina 
and dtsappeared. He left bekind 27 copies af "The Draguns of Eden." 


"Chat," sata H. 6., “mas a hell of a man. Do you realize he’s been advanced 


mare money for a yet-unoritten novel than 3 earned for all of my works 
combined? Amazing." 


"Chtngs mre amazing are to fallow," said Robbie. "You are now ready far the 
pun of your jaurney." 


"Yau mean there’s more?” asked Adama. 

"Billions and billions..." muttered the Darter. 

“Amaztngf Amaztug!" 4.6. repeated over and aver. 

"Come. ie mst gu on," Robbie tusisten. 

Ghe tranellers proceeded on tnia the East. As they wandered, they were joined 
by a melittude of...sheep. Shepherds, tun. Ouergead, unices began to sing, 


and a point cf light appeared tn the sky. 


The new atar swelled brighter and brighter, until the entire Bky glowed mith 
tts Itaht. 


"Behnla the “Star of Donder,’" Robbie said, as the growing radiance continued 


tn tnerease. Sunn the ltght was blinding. Then there was... 


CHE END 
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‘Why Did It Have to Be...?"' 


(By H. Ravenwood) 


When scanners aboard the OSIRIS indicated the remains of a once- 
thriving civilisation on the surface of a previously uncharted plan- 
et, a fourteen-member survey team commanded by Sentiologist 1/C 
Tanis and Captain Diana was sent to investigate and prepare for an 
in-depth archaeological expedition. The ruined city lay in a deep 
ravine; all that was easily visible was fallen rock and jumbled 
stone. 


As the survey began, Tanis, working some distance from the others, 
sensed he was being watched. But when he moved to investigate, the 
ancient stones crumbled beneath him, and he fell into blackness. A 
centon later, a horrified scream echoed madly from the newly-exposed 
Bites: 


Part Il 


Freya was close enough to hear the scream. Her head jerked up at the first echo, and she was moving 
before the sound died. ''C'mon, Elidor!'' The plucky little bast followed his mistress. 


"Tanis?" Freya skittered to a halt at the sight of the pit now opened in the smal! plaza. Elidor 
meorowed questioningly. Freya took a cautious step, laser drawn... 


---And was falling. The stones beneath her chose that moment to give way, tumbling her down into 
the darkness. Bast claws scratched for purchase, but the smooth rock was merciless to Elidor as 
well. He fell after the Warrior... 


..-And landed next to her, unhurt, on four paws, as basts are wont to do. One lock Into the dark- 
ness, however, and the fur on his back stood on edge. Etlidor hissed furfously as he leapt and dug 
his claws into Freya's uniform jacket. 


Freya managed to sit up. She glared at the treacherous stones that dared to dump her into this 
place, then took a look around. 


"Well, look who dropped in," drawled a rather sinisterly echoing voice. Tanis stood ina pool of 
light not twenty feet from where she'd landed, holding a laser tn one hand and a torch in the other. 


Freya stumbled to an upright position. ‘Disgusting. Is this whole city built over a pit?" 


Tanis's eyes suddenly went wide. Elidor hissed tn greater fury. The laser suddenly whipped to her 
direction and raised for firing -- directly at Freya. 


'What? Wait! What are you...?'' she shrieked. 


The laser fired, striking something very near the indignant, somewhat alarmed Warrior's feet. Eli- 
dor hissed again, still clinging to her uniform. 


"tT know you don't like Warriors much, but..."' Freya's voice trailed off as she realised Elidor 
wasn't making enough noise to account for all the hissing she heard. As her eyes adjusted to the 
dim light, she took her first really good look around her -- and blanched. 


At her feet was a still-writhing, but definitely burnt, snake. All around her, disturbing the dark- 
ness, were dim moving shapes, long, skinny, hissing shapes that occasionally reared and struck at 
each other. 


Oh, lLords!'' she whispered, momentarily frozen at finding herself surrounded by more snakes than 
she'd ever seen before -- or ever hoped to see. There were even snakes between her and Tanis, 
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snakes the man was Industriously firing at. 
"Tanis, you... How'd you get into this?" 


"Same as you, | suppose. Are you going to make use of that laser in your hand, or do | have to pro- 
tect us both? Look cut!’ 


Freya jumped, just in time. Elidor gave another hiss and dropped from her shirt, driving sharp 
fangs into the back of the head of a snake that struck at her. ‘"'Elidor!" 


With pride, the bast dumped the st!ill-twitching body at her feet. 

Freya's weapon was already incinerating serpent forms In a small circle ground her. ''Tanis!'"' she 
yelled suddenly. 

"What?" he yelled back. 

"We'll do better If we're both defending one circle, instead of each of us fighting alone!" 

"Right! Why'd'ya think | blasted that line between us? Get over here!"' 


Freya quickly complied, skipping as lightly as possible over the fried bodies between them. Elidor, 
having done his small part, now clung to her pants leg. 


Standing back to back, the Warrior and the archaeologist managed to widen their circle of safety, 
while the bast continued to hiss his challenge in whichever direction he happened to be facing. 


"At least the others'!1 be looking for us In a little while,'' Freya remarked after a few centons. 
Tanis continued to scan their subterranean prison, careful not to leave the circle of light and the 
protection of their two lasers. The torches somehow had a miniscule effect on the oppressive dark- 
ness threatening to overwhelm them. 


‘Where do they start looking?'' the archaeologist asked sardonically. ‘I couldn't even see any of 
the others from up there." 


"They'll! hear us yelling,'' she replied. ‘You yell quite nicely." 


"The way things echo around here, they'!1 probably go in the wrong direction,'"' he muttered in re- 
sponse, ignoring her barb. ‘There's got to be a way out of here." 


"If we can get past the snakes, and our torches provide enough light,'' Freya said, shivering. ‘''This 
darkness seems to swallow light whole." 


"l'1] start looking. You start yelling. We'll see which does more good." 

Freya treated him to a glare. He glared back. Then his eyes opened wider. In a blur, the whip she 
remembered from the night before was out and snapping at her feet, seeming to echo forever through 
the void surrounding them. 

"l'l) scream! ['!]l scream!" Freya screamed at him. ''You don't have to use that thing on me!'' 


Tanis shrugged, laughing half-heartedly. ‘You missed a little something. 


Shocked, Freya noticed another snake body, stil! wriggling, not far from her feet. Elidor was al- 
ready Investigating the severed halves. ‘'Oh!'' 


"Brilliant comment for the man who just saved your life." 
"Saved my life? Maybe, except this was one of the harmless ones." 


Tanis shrugged, refusing to look at her. ‘Better safe than sorry.'' He'd already recoiled the whip, 
and was intently regarding the blackness. "If 1 remember correctly, this hill slopes down in that 
general direction.'' He pointed. ''Maybe there's a door, or a passage to the outside. Care to try, 
or do you want to stay here and yell your head off? Which our little reptilian hosts will probably 
find as annoying as | do." 


One brief glance, a shudder, and Freya was quite willing to follow Tanis. Torches held high, lasers 
held ready, the man and woman moved cautiously into the farther reaches of their prison. The bast 
resumed his position on Freya, this time digging into her shoulders and meorowing warningly in every 
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direction. 
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The wind was picking up. Alexandra looked up in disgust as sand blew and eddied across the carving 
she'd so painstakingly brushed clear, leaving it unreadable again. 


"Frakl"' she exclaimed in annoyance, staring down at the obliterated hieroglyphics. Then she stood 
up to look around. The rest of the survey team was scattered across the landscape. She gave only a 
moment's attention to the bright orange sunburst that appeared for a centon before vanishing again. 
"| know, Thorn, ! know,"' she muttered. ''Something is unusual here, but [f you don't know what it 
is, I certainly don't." 

"Looks lftke the wind's destroying al! our efforts." 

Alexandra turned to see Lieutenant Morgan approaching, his own eyes tntent on the scene, ignoring 


the wind and sand. She merely nodded at the golden-haired man. Words often seemed unnecessary when 
Morgan was around. 


After a moment, he spoke again. ‘Diana's calling us all in for the day. With this storm brewing, 
we won't get anything done, and she wants to find Tanis and Freya before things get really bad." 


Bors and Tirus haven't found them, then?" she asked, not really expecting an answer. 

Morgan said nothing, merely shrugged and shock his head. 

There was a faint sound, a grinding of stone on stone. Both Warriors Instantly whirled, lasers 
ready, and stared intently at the ruins. The sound apparently emanated from a wall, but how? Some- 
thing had both Morgan and Alexandra on edge. Smiling sheepishly at one another, they replaced their 
weapons. 

"Crazy wind. Makes some really strange noises when you least expect them,'' Alexandra muttered. 


Morgan nodded. ''Sand on stone, must be.'' But his gaze kept straying to the wall. 


The sound was repeated. Both stared at the wall again, lasers ready at the speed of thought, watch- 
ing as one of the massive stone blocks slowly began to move toward them, out of Its fitted place... 


The block's movements stopped, showing a gaping hole Into blackness. Two stumbling, dusty figures 
emerged into the light, blinking. 


Tanis glowered at the two Warriors, then back at Freya, who was dusting off her uniform. "What did 
| say about Warriors who shoot first and ask questions later?" 


‘They didn't shoot. They were Just being safe, rather than sorry,'' she retorted. We're still 
here, aren't we?" 


‘What happened to you two?" Morgan asked. ''Private investigation?" 
"We fell into a pit,'' Tanis snapped, his jaw jutting just enough to tell the Lieutenant to shut up. 


Morgan nodded, hiding a small smile of relief -- or amusement. 'I'd better inform Captain Diana you 
two are back. She'll want to call in the search party. 


"Search party? Warrior mentality!"' Tanis muttered to himself. "As If we couldn't get back by our- 
selves." 


"We almost didn't!" Freya retorted. 'I'm glad she did." 


Still muttering, Tanis made his way down ‘the hill. The Warriors followed in smothered silence. 
Elidor began to howl for a long-overdue lunch. 


week & 


The map was spread out on the table, surrounded by plates, mugs, and a handful of intent listeners. 
Most of the survey team had finished lunch, but no one was about to return to the site In the face 


of the gathering storm. Freya munched quietly on leftovers while Tanis talked. He, too, had missed 
lunch, but somehow he wasn't hungry. 


"The Locrians traded extensively in this area,'"' Tanis said, "but their extant writings don't indi- 
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cate contact with any civilisation in this system. We can assume our city was dead even then." 


What 
core, 


| ‘ve 
thing. 


Freya 


Tanis 


about the Mokyars?" asked Alexandra. ''We don't know they travelled this far from the galactic 
but maybe..." 


checked every Mokyar tape In the OSIRIS archives,'’ Tanis answered, "and | couldn't find a 
ts 


downed a last gulp of water. ‘What about the Mokyar Collections?" 


smiled faintly. ‘Mythology, superstition, unreliable tales collected from the planets the 


Mokyars visited. Oddities collected for their amusement value.'' 


"But often Important to the civilisations that wrote them,'' Freya countered. 


Tanis 


turned to the others, his university background creeping forward. 'We appear,'’ he said with a 


somewhat superior smile, ''to have someone familiar with the Mokyar Collections.'' He turned an tm- 
perious gaze toward Freya. 
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Frak, thought the exhausted Lieutenant. Tanis the Wild Adventurer was bad enough; did she have to 
humour Tanis the Professor, too? Oh, well, she'd been good in school... 


''Yes,'' she replied, gazing back evenly. ‘I'm familiar with most of the legendary writings from this 
part of the Galaxy.'' She continued to stare. Best to face them head-on, she reasoned. 


But, to her surprise, Tanis the Professor vanished. The archaeologist leaned across the table 
toward her, his gaze and voice as Intense as those of a child with a wonderful secret. 


‘Have you read the Frylyte Logs from Amblia?" His eyes searched hard, very hard, for her answer. 
She thought equally hard, but couldn't quite find It. 


He pressed, prompting her. ''They were supposedly left behind by an alien traveller who crashed 
there. The natives were [{lliterate and could only pass the stories down in verse and tapestry.'' He 
spoke rapidly and without pause, eyes still searching. ''Finally, a thousand yahrens later, the 
Mokyars showed up and recorded them. The traveller's name was Frylyte, and he came from a place 
called Ironffeld on..." 


"Yes!" Freya's eyes began to glitter with almost the same Intensity as Tanis's. "On the planet 
Crythin. And he travelled with three others, who died along the way!l'' Tanls nodded enthustastical- 
ly as Freya continued. ''Their home sun was leaving the main sequence, and they had to find another 
planet to colonize!!! 

Tanis's eyes turned sad. '"'They didn't succeed," he said softly. 

Freya's sense of triumph faded at his words, but she felt no sorrow. "Considering how unlikely ft 


is that Frylyte ever existed, 1 suppose it's nothing to worry about,'' she said, very nearly belfev- 
ing her own words. 


Tanis looked back at her; his eyes when sad were even more intense. He had her unwavering attention 
when he prompted, ''The Seventh Planetfal].'' He walted for her answer. 


"An arid planet, second In a system of eight,'' she said after a pause. Her voice had an abstract 
quality, as though her memory was speaking with no help from her consclous mind. 


Tanis still prompted. ''Remember the Frylyte Tapestry, the symbols for sand and water? The way they 
were carved on every bullding?"' His voice was hypnotic. The others had been silent for some time; 
now, they hardly breathed. 


Freya said nothing, her eyes staring unfocussed at the air before her as though she could read the 
answer there if she tried hard enough. After a long moment, Tanis sighed and turned away, as though 
Freya's silence had destroyed some cherished notion of his. He made to slam his fist on the table, 
but the motion died, and he rested his forehead against his other hand. 


"Byzel,"' Freya said softly, raising her eyes. Tanis turned, and once again they stared evenly and 
-- Diana noticed curiously -- challengingly at one another. 


"The World Where All Things Speak," he quoted. 


Suddenly, sharply, Freya whirled to her left, her right palm slapping loudly on the table. Through 
the shelter doorway, she saw a red and lopsided sun, almost totally obscured by blowing sand and 
churning clouds, descending toward a horizon littered with ruins. Ruins, she knew, with graceful, 
vaguely familiar motifs painstakingly carved on every side, to face every direction. They had 
looked so wrong on stone. Of course! She'd only known them worked with needle and thread... 


Tanis also turned to the view. A big, silly smile started to inch across his face. 
Byzel,'' sald Freya. "Hot damn!" 


a a 


Alexandra dashed alongside Freya, both Warrtors pulling their flight jackets over their heads and 
faces for protection from the blowing sand. 


Frak, Alexandra thought, why'd they have to erect the private quarters so far from the mess?  'What 
in Hades is the big deal about Byzel, anyway?" she asked. 

“t'm starting to wonder myself,"' Freya shouted above the wind. This climate was getting worse by 
the micron! “| think |! liked it better as mythology!" 
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They sprinted past the foil windscreens guarding the shelter door and bolted inside. The walls, 
ceiling, everything buzzed and rattled. Sergeant Wilson looked up expectantly, then sighed with 
disappointment. 

"Fine welcome,'' Alexandra teased. 

‘Thought you were the search party,'' Wilson replied apologetically. He nervously fingered a surface 
comlink. ''The com's all screwed up, and we can't reach Bors and Tirus to tell them we found you''’ -- 
he indicated Freya -- ''and Tanis.'"' 


They're still out there!?'' Freya's irate shriek attracted attention from the shelter's other occu- 
pants. Even Tanis turned to stare at her. 


Wilson shrugged. ''They'll be all right, | guess.'! 

"You guess!?'' Freya hollered. "That sleazy snake and that miserable idiot are out there in what 
could become the worst sandstorm our species has ever witnessed, and you guess they'll be all 
right!?'' She slammed her jacket onto a couch and followed it down. ''Those twits couldn't survive a 


strong breeze." 


Tanis watched intently, but kept his silence. Alexandra tossed her jacket next to Freya's. ''You 
worry too much,'' she said. 


"Yeah?" 

"Yeah,'' Alexandra replied, plopping down next to Freya. 

An odd thump resounded against the door. 

‘Maybe that's them,'' Wilson said, reaching for the door latch. 


He opened the door. Alexandra gasped softly. Tanis jumped to his feet, followed immediately by 
Freya, and crossed the room in a few quick strides. 


They... They...'' Tirus grabbed at Wilson's shirt, missed, and lurched through the doorway. His 
uniform was shredded, his skin covered with grit and sand and thin trickles of blood. He weaved un- 
steadily. 

Tanis caught him by the arms. '''They' what?" he demanded. 


Tirus looked up, his eyes glazed. "'They...got...him...'' he whispered as he sank to the ground. 


(To be continued.) 
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"S..Snakes?'' 


(By Mary Jean Holmes) 


This place is bizarre. 


| can't really think of any better way to describe it. In very many ways, the people of the OSIRIS 
and their customs are much Ifke those of humankind at home -- that galaxy far, far away, remember? 
-- but in others, they're vastly different. 


Take this business of keeping a menagerie on board a starship, for tnstance -- on board a starship! 
Have you ever heard of such nonsense? Okay, I!'II grant you the OSIRIS Is big, but where do they 
dump the cat -- pardon me, bast -- box litter? Do they have regular collection points? And as far 
as | can tell, none of these folks have bothered to neuter the things. One of these days, they're 
going to go down into the little-used regions of their ship and find they've got a population explo- 
sion of critters. 


And what critters! | thought I'd seen my share of odd animals, but they've got a few on this ship 
that are weirder'n any |'ve ever seen before. And let me tell you, It's pretty darn unnerving to go 
strolling along a corridor, minding your own business, and suddenly find yourself confronted by a 
canine as big as you are, or a little purple lizard-beastle flying straight for your face. 


I've got nothing against pets, mind you -= on the ground. But the very thought of keeping one 
aboard a starship gives me the crawling nervies. Even the notion of pets... 


That's one thing | find peculiar about this galaxy; all the Inhabitants I've encountered thus far 
have been human, or reasonably human-like. Where are the other species, the other races, the other 
intelligent life-forms who must Inevitably reside here? 1 hear talk about organic Cylons on occa- 
sion, and have caught a rumour or two concerning beings less pleasant, but !'ve never actually seen 
them. ! doubt that any of these people have, either. 


In my...uh...neighbourhood, {t's hard to tell what's saplent from what isn't. Since the buying and 
selling of sapient beings is not only highly illegal but also morally repulsive to me, the idea of 
keeping a pet has never really entered my mind. 


Besides, | think I'm allergic to fur. 
The crew, however... They're something else. Then again, maybe not. There're a few animals among 


them, too. Freya -- who has a wonderful, If somewhat off-the-wall, sense of humour -- talks about 
''daggits'' who are definitely non-canine. Dewy-eyed, drooling, glued-to-your-back fellows who are 


too dense to know when they aren't wanted around. I've known enough of that type, and have been 
fortunate enough to have avoided those who run around the OSIRIS. At least, so far. I've been 
warned, however. | know who they are, and plan to keep my eyes open for them. 


People are people, {nm any case, and these aren't any different from those | knew back home. There 
are the strong ones -- people like Diana and Freya, who know who they are, what they are, and what 
they want out of this life. There are the gentler few, the quiet folk -- Mara, for instance, who is 
proving to be a patient and excellent teacher -- and one mustn't forget the crazies and innecents. 
People in all their spectral variations are here, similarities of personality that remind me so much 
of friends | had back home that, at times, it becomes painful for me to be with them. 


It strikes me, therefore, that the one Individual on this ship who reminded me most strongly of home 
should have upset me to the point where I'd want to avoid him utterly. Right? 


Wrong. And that's what's so bizarre about it. There's this guy... Wait, Jet me explain things 
from the beginning. 


Although | still feel pretty useless in my day-to-day living on the OSIRIS, J find there are fac- 
tions of the crew more bored than ! am. They'l! clutch at anything even slightly different as a 
means of allaying their interminable tedium. | manage to find respite from my own problems by 
hauling myself and my guitar down to the lounges on a regular basis. | don't even need to announce 
my arrival; within moments, someone'll come over, followed by a few others, and soon ! have a 
"choir'' before me. Oh, well, it's better than sitting around like a vegetable. 
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On the day In question, | was in the process of tuning my Instrument. The strings weren't cooperat- 
ing, and | was getting irked. ! was about to give the whole thing up as useless when something went 
sorta squish under my fingers. 1 jumped. Wrapped around the neck of the guitar was one of the 
OSIRIS's many critters, a small, garish-orange snake-thing with wings. 


"What the hell is that?'' | demanded of Mara, who had accompanied me down to the club area. | didn't 
sound very gracious about the intrusion; I'm not too fond of being snuck up on, espectally by 
bizarre little beasties. 


Mara glanced at it; the thing sorta wavered in and out of sight. ‘''That's Thorn,'' she supplied after 
a moment. ''Looks like he's gotten loose again." 


"Well, would you tell whoever owns it to keep it away from my Instruments? The blasted thing nearly 
gave me heart failure!" 


Mara nonchalantly shooed at it. It reluctantly unwound itself from the neck and fluttered away, 
winking out of sight as it went. | grumbled something under my breath about the idiocy of keeping 
pets on a starship, and finished tuning the guitar. 


Awhile later, one of the younger Warriors dragged In a seemingly endless list of words he and some 
friends had written to an old and nauseatingly familiar tune. He insisted, daggit-like, that | try 
singing it for him; unwisely, | agreed. 


After ten verses, { dropped out and let the rest of them do what passed for singing as the song 
dragged on. The thing had half a million stanzas, each one getting more and more obscure, and 
therefore less and less humourous. |! considered forcing one of the strings to break in order to end 
the tedious sing-along, but they wouldn't comply. 


Bored, I started looking around the room for an excuse -- any excuse == to get out of my position as 
choirmaster. There were a few people hanging around the room's perimeter who | recognised from past 
encounters. 1! knew they'd be more than willing to spend the evening with me, but | wasn't tn the 
mood to listen to endless tales about routine flights or even duller, over-embroidered fantasies 
about their past lives, so | pretended not to see when one of them tried to wave me over. The very 
thought of fighting off some twit bent on making a pass at me turned my stomach. 1! continued my 
evidently fruitless search for escape. 


Any group of people will have its loners, and this bunch was no exception. About then, ! happened 
to notice one of them | hadn't noticed before. | blinked. 


God, he looked familiar! | knew I'd seen him somewhere before, but | couldn't for the life of me 
remember where. .One thing | knew for sure, though -- it hadn't been in this galaxy. |! kept staring 
at him on and off for maybe five minutes -- excuse me, microns -- or ts it centons? Hectares? Cy- 
Tons? Hell with it, minutes. I finally turned back to my bunch of off-key singers, who were wind- 
ing down that bloody song. At last! My fingers ached. | stretched them and sucked on a Finger 
that was getting a nasty blister on it. 


“Who'sh dat guy ovah deh?"' [| asked Mara around my mouthful of thumb. 


She squinted across the room, glad of an excuse not to look at me. She knew | hated that song, 
mostly because of the overused tune, but it wasn't her fault I'd suffered through it. One of the 
daggits couldn't understand ''no" in his language, my language, or half a hundred dialects I'd picked 
up over the years. 


"Who? Which one?" 

The scruffy-looking one.'' | examined the blister, and considered breaking it. It hurt like hell. 
"Which scruffy-locoking one? Jones?'' 

"No, not him. | know who he is. The other one.’ 


Mara gave me one of those locks, like an exasperated teacher with a dull-witted student. "You'll 
have to be a bit more specific, Kari. Half the people on this ship are scruffy-looking.'' 


That was true, and | tended to fall squarely into that category. ! hadn't brought any extra clothes 
with me in the life pod, and Alix hadn't had the forethought to send my luggage along, so my ward- 
robe was severely limited. I've scrounged up a few things by begging and borrowing, but it seems no 
one else on the OSIRIS jis quite my size. Too short, too thin, too heavy, always too something. 
They offered me a uniform, but there's no way they're ever going to get me into one. | abhor the 
military. Mara's remark was a well-timed reminder that I'd have to find some proper materials and 


147 


make my own clothes <-- and soon. 
"The fellow sitting in the corner by himself,'' | clarified. ''The one reading." 


Mara squinted again, then made a small sound of understanding. ''O0h, he's one of the people from 
Sentiology. Tanis, | think." 


1 looked at her sideways. ‘What, no rank?" | quipped. 
"He's a civilian,"’ Mara shrugged. ‘Why? Are you interested tn him?" 
"Sorta." 


She tsked at me expressively, almost laughing. Kari, really! J! didn't think you were the type. 
What would Allx say?" 


| gave her a mock-angry look, threatening to hit her with.the guitar. "Nothing, you nerf-brain. 
That's not what | meant. He looks familiar, ‘s all. Tanis, huh?" 1 made a face. 


The name meant absolutely nothing to me. | clicked my tongue and went back to playing. The thumb 
still hurt, but it wasn't bad enough to give me an excuse to beg off. ‘Wish | could remember where 
I've seen that face before.'' 1! shrugged. It'd come to me, sooner or later -- probably in the mid- 
dle of the night, as a bad nightmare. 


The ''choir'' came back from the bar, Interrupting my thought. They were looking for another song to 
sing. 


"Anybody got any suggestions?"' 

"How about ‘What Do You Do With...!' ?" 
"Not that one again!"' 

‘Well, then, how about..." 

"Forget it!" 


| attempted to keep out of the argument, putsing innocently with the strings. Another voice joined 
in the conversation. 


"Hey, has anyone seen Thorn? He got out of my cabin again." 

"He was here a little while ago, but he took off again." 

"Did you see where he went?'! 

"Are you kidding? Maybe you should try...'' 

There was a blood-curdling scream from across the room. 

"Never mind, | think I've found him." 

| don't think I've ever seen anyone move quite so fast. It was like watching a human equipped with 
hyperdrive, but ! couldn't see why this Tanis guy had taken off so quickly. All that little orange 


snake was doing was sitting in the middle of his table, looking ever so Innocent. Strange person, 
this man. One of these days, I'm going to figure out why he looks so blasted familiar... 





SSS “~SRgQ, 
= AN ) aN : Y 


a! 


Tider ie dake LAA para tad nl ay Fenae Ont ne 
AVR RTC OL MCU7PT 
: hil vibdiddioha 
fen, ” al ec ii) 
baby sss 
$ Ppa 

PRAT 
UN UD 


ERIE me 


tess 
LTT Pets 


tr 
Mg erat 
NTH Tie 


Pye eerTrt, 


Mibives 


' 
ttre roe 


TANS th 


‘*. 
es cri. 


Web itis 
i< 


Tryreacteet 


LTT 


= = 
SATII 
fs 


sie 
tae YT 


Wplibiiii teas rm 
ir 


ra) 


teat tlinti: 


ees 


. 
Co rrctar -* 


Tesse, 
ot 2. 


ere PTT OL ets TT 


144 sboshiyg 


ts 4, ’ 


ut 


Te PTs 


bin 


Pll TY PPPiiy 
“Pine etre 


(ith /ta 
oyu Wytead 


i 


, 
Pin, a 


repay Sil 


iy 


teh 
ory 


anit 
mea 


whl hdd 


MM 
HH 


ONiadiotinsein 


Wy) 


(ifued 


ATW by 


HU) 


. « 
*hiwsb eee 


i 


‘ nue 


renee: 


Mf 


THT 


LALIT TTY 


ITNT 


Wall LY 


o9 


Mdititbantia 


Woh hes gla) 


Plt tees 


ids 


Weal 


bed IT 


Sd baeshs 
irapeett ; 


lity; 


Tee 


= 


| 


Pony Th 
LN iia, 
diy Lit LA aah deeee 


lonhiticggese elt 


LLU J 


Tr :— 


rh : 


. iiiiae- 
Didbitiuahiaciviiaesa 
A] Bay 


AL rrr 


Aor 


mide 


eaee 


jit 


wereee s? 


PLL 


Mhbiniiis 


Hithivieaa tess ee 


, 
meee eeese 


(ddeeaslaviill 


5" 


Perens ae 


HEA fhidadtiat 


Fives tt 


Whitby} 


él 


4 


TLiry 


ANT) 


Bitriasane 


weeeee = 


jij NP MIND ne ee — ee TE 


\ “NS 


*<" 74 dare] ‘ 


ai 


sy “Os, 
yin. *. 
“yack me 


a 


~ 
'- "4+ 


Le 2 


iis STi eet fe 


: > 
yaw? 


Sone 
ses”, 


; 


id 
o 


ee 
al 


LUNA diiii 


ae 


rei 


My 


PATH Pt 


sudi(bs bite 


<S=e6thsg 


i) 
Se: 


y 


sive { 
ibis i 
iby) 


alia’ 


Let) “semen Sint 


- 


———s ov 
hats >-* 





—_ 


Ss 


eo @ = | 
ey tied 


— —— 


_—— 


Oe ee ee 


149 


"Alltes'' 


(By John Jones 1X) 


Once there were the People, the reptilian race who created the ro- 
bots called Cylons. When SHARER, a small scout ship of the People, 
encountered an ancient Cylon SEGA-class liner whose debris showed 
signs of organic life, SHARER's crew closed in to investigate. 


Nai (Captain) Urun and his Technician, Makra Dakal, crossed to the 
liner, where Urun cut his way through an inner hatch. When he and 
Makra entered the ship, they found signs of recent combat, and also 
evidence that the ship was even older than they suspected. While 
examining a storeroom, Urun heard Makra cry out, then there was a 
sudden explosion. 


A Cylon emerged trom the smoke of the explosion, and for a moment 
Makra‘s life was in danger. Then one of the aliens appeared, killed 
the Cylon, and promptly collapsed from its wounds. Urun was giving 
the alien first aid when three more aliens appeared. Makra made 
telepathic contact with them and learned that the aliens were pris- 
oners of the Cylons, and were trying to capture the ship. If the 
People would aid them against the Cylons, the aliens would lead the 
way to one of their own telepaths, with whom Makra could communi- 
cate. 


The party soon met two more aliens and learned that Cylons barred 
the way ahead. The seven fighters retraced their steps, to discover 
that the Cylons had murdered the wounded alien left in the store~- 
room. The alien leader took his party into one of the ventilation 
ducts leading from the storeroom deeper into the ship. 


Part Vill 


Urun soon knew the alien leader had been an optimist to belleve the duct gave an easy passage. Urun 
and four of the five aliens couldn't stand fully erect, but the duct was also too wide to let them 
brace themselves securely on either side. The five misfits lurched along in an unstable position 
halfway between standing and crouching. This slowed them down, at a time when every lost minute 
made the location of the Cylons they were hunting less predictable. 


The awkward gait also made for extra noise, until it was like being inside a vigourously-beaten cer- 
emonial drum; this bothered Urun even more. Cylons’ audio receptors were more sensitive and less 
easily degraded than organic ears; making this much nolse could cost the attackers the surprise they 
would almost certainly need badly. Urun drew his gun three times -- once to slip in a new charge, 
and twice to make sure the weapon would come out of the holster fast enough. No one except Makra 
would know this was a sign his nerves were stretched as tight as they'd ever been. 


The shortest alien and Makra had no trouble navigating the duct. The alien kept looking around him, 
even though there was nothing to see except the bare walls of the duct and the rest of the party. 
He looked like someone more than a little out of his element tn a combat situation, but making the 
best effort he could. Urun knew the pose well; he'd seen many scientists and other peaceful types 
among the People dragged Into mortal combat with the Cylons. 


Makra, on the other hand, was striding along with her hand on the butt of her gun and her head held 
high. She looked as if slaughtering Cylons was her notion of the best fun in the universe. 


Indeed, there was no reason why she shouldn't look that way. There was no more immediate need in 
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prospect for her telepathy, so she could be another keen shooting eye and fast gun hand. She seemed 
blithely free of worries about Urun's safety; he hoped she wasn't free of a proper concern for her 
own. 


It seemed to Urun that the seven allies Jurched along the duct for a distance great enough to take 
them from the SEGA out to SHARER. Several times, they got down on their bellies and crawled past 
ventilation grilles. Only once was there anything unusual to see through the grilles -- a compart- 
ment with one bulkhead bulged outward from an explosion, with two corpses on the deck, one Cylon and 
one alien. The Cylon was nearly Intact, but the alien was so thoroughly mangled it was impossible 
to tell much about the race's internal anatomy from the corpse. 


Bursts of vibration and belling echoes from distant explosions kept reaching them as they moved 
along. The fighting elsewhere was obviously still going on. Urun began to wonder If the alien 
leader knew exactly where he was going or what he was going to do when he got there. With a leader 
from the People, he would have been ready to ask bluntly. With the communications problem here, 
that would only cause delay and perhaps sow more distrust, which could be more dangerous than a 
leader's mistakes. Urun stiffened his tail and kept going. 


Soon after this, the leader made an unmistakable sign to halt. Then he got down on hands and knees 
and crept forward. He stopped to peer down through a grille set In the floor of the duct. Everyone 
froze, not moving so much as a finger, and hardly daring to breathe. The leader pulled a small pair 
of wirecutters from a pouch on his belt and cut away a section of the grille's wire. 


When he'd finished, the black-faced alien passed forward to him three gun charges wired together. 
The leader twisted the knob at the end of one charge, then dropped the whole package through the 
hole cut in the grille. As ft vanished, he threw himself backward, landing on top of one of his 
comrades. Everyone took this as a signal to flatten themselves on the floor. 


A metallic clunk -- faint and far off, as the three charges hit the deck below. 
A shrill siren's wail -- a Cylon giving the alarm. 


The whine and hiss of a Cylon's energy beam eating into metal -- and beyond the grille, the floor of 
the duct glowed. 


Then a crashing explosion, as the gun charges went off like a bomb. 


If Urun hadn't been protecting his earholes, the blast might have deafened him. As it was, his head 
still rang like a gong. The walls and floor of the duct added to the din, flexing and jerking with 
a hideous clanging and booming. 8lue and green smoke poured up through the grille opening, until] 
Urun could barely see the alien leader ahead. It was impossible to see, hear, or even imagine tn 
detail what might be happening In the compartment below. 


One thing seemed likely -- there were no fully functional Cylons left down there. 


The alien leader seemed to have the same notion. He crept forward to the edge of the grille, tried 
to peer through the smoke, then shrugged. He cut away more of the wire, pushed it aside until there 
was an adequate opening, then put both hands on the edge and swung himself down out of sight. A mo- 
ment later, they heard a shout and the clang of his boots on the deck below. From the way the 
allens looked at each other, Urun concluded everything was clear below. 


A second alien dropped through the hole and landed safely, then the black-faced one went down. Urun 
crawled forward to follow himself. 


Then a Cylon beam and one of the aliens' guns went off almost together. A Cylon disintegrated with 
a hideous crackling and sizzling, which almost drowned out the scream of the alien. Another Cylon 
beam crackled, and again the duct beyond the hole began to glow and smoke. 


''Makral Jump!"' Urun shouted. The aliens seemed more fragile-boned than the People, who'd evolved 
from a race of cliff-climbing lizards. Any jump or fall the aliens could survive, the People could 
manage easily. 

For once, Makra didn't have to be given an order twice. As Urun flattened himself on the shaking 
floor, she and one of the aliens leapt over him and vanished through the hole. The moment he heard 
them landing, he motioned the last alien to follow. 

The alien gave an unmistakable growl of refusal. 


Urun glared. This wasn't the time or place to show distrust. 
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It also wasn't the time or place to be stubborn out of nothing more than racial pride. Urun gripped 
the edge of the hole with one hand, taking his whole weight on one arm to leave his gun hand free. 
He'd trained with weights and bars until this sort of thing was so easy he could even make good 
shooting while dangling. 


It was a good thing. As he got ready to drop down, another Cylon entered the compartment, weapon 
already raised to firing position. The wreckage of its ruined comrades slowed its advance, but not 
its trigger-finger. The black-faced allen reeled as the beam took off his leg, while the alten 
leader dove for the deck so suddenly that he knocked Makra off her feet on the way down. She landed 
hard, and for a moment seemed half-stunned, a motionless target for the Cylon. 


In that moment, Urun fired. So did the black-faced alien, as he fell to the deck almost on top of 
his dead comrade. The Cylon took one shot In the belly, while the second blew off half of one arm. 
lt reeled forward, tripped over a fragment of its comrade, and fell on top of the black-faced alien. 
The mangled arm was thrust out In front of it, and the sharp end drove into the alien's chest like a 
spearpoint. The alien writhed briefly, then blood flowed out of his mouth, and he was still. 


Urun dropped to the deck as Makra stood up, shaking her head but apparently unhurt. The last allen 
followed, a heartbeat before the duct tore loose at one end and swung down like an executioner's 
blade. 


Urun, Makra, and two of the aliens hit the deck again, but the last alien was either too slow or tco 
close to the arc of the duct's swing. The free end slammed into the back of his head, hurling him 
across the compartment. He landed with his head at such an angle to his body, and the back of his 
skull such a rufn, that it was unnecessary to wonder if he was dead. 


The four survivors picked themselves up and looked at each other. Urun did not need Makra's telep- 
athy to tell him the aliens were badly shaken by the savagery of the fight and the loss of three of 
their comrades so quickly. 


He didn't blame them. This fight reminded him too much of the way things had gone too often between 
the People and the Cylons, until the People could no longer bear the losses and let the Cylons build 
their great victory out of all the little ones. 


Were the aliens going to be allies against the Cylons, or merely a new set of victims for the killer 
machines? 


Even if they had potential as allies, would he and Makra live long enough to make that potential 
real? 


That was an even harder question to answer, since it depended largely on luck and the number of Cy- 
Tons still aboard the SEGA. 80th were unknown and perhaps unknowable quantities. 


And he and Makra couldn't risk doing anything with any chance of making them look cowardly or even 
cautious in the eyes of the aliens. This wasn't a matter of racial pride. Proving the People were 
as tough and courageous as the aliens was the only hope for any alliance worthy of the name, and 
probably the only way to keep from being shot in the back as too dangerous to have around. Urun 
knew how ruthless you sometimes had to be in disposing of unreliable people in a firefight. 


The alien leader looked at the other three survivors, took a deep breath, and waved his gun toward 
the compartment door. Urun and Makra fell in behind him, and the last alien brought up the rear. 
Out of the smoke and the slaughterhouse smells they went, four allies who had been seven, on their 
way to the next battle. 


(To be continued.) 
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